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PREFACE. 



From the incident, this year, of the Sixth Centenary 
of Dante's birth* the Author would gladly derive 
some apology for his new translation of the Inferno ; 
for he is well aware that, in consequence of the num- 
erous versions we already possess, many may consider 
another superfluous, and uncalled for. This surely is 
an occasion when we shall be ready to pay grateful 
homage to the memory of one who, by his transcendent 
genius, has so largely benefited mankind. For, not 
only was he the patriot, the statesman, and the 
philosopher, but the chief originator of the Italian 
language and literature; the father, too, of modern 
and, to his highest praise, of Sacred Poetry. Let then 
the genial season of the approaching Festival dispose 
the public favourably to receive what, under ordinary 
circumstances, might not so well be allowed ; especially 
as this offering to his memory, however unworthy in 

" He was born in Florence in May 12G5 ; fined and banished 
January 27, 1302 ; and lie died at Ravenna in September 1321. 
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itself, aims at giving some expression, for want of a 
better, to our national veneration and regard for the 
illustrious foreigner, together with our hearty desire 
that the Pnenm Snrro may be better understood, and 
more appreciated among us. 

But is it a fact that a new translation of the 
Inferno is uncalled for 1 Much indeed has been done, 
and done well, by different authors, to exhibit in an 
English copy the sense and the spirit of the mighty 
original. It is indeed come to be a question of 
comparative merit, who, among these honourable 
competitors, has nearest reached the mark. We have 
no court of inquiry and final appeal, like the Accade- 
mia della Orasca, which established. by a formal decree 
the superiority of the Orlando Fim'oso to the Gerusa- 
/emme Libemta. Every reader is left to form for 
himself the best opinion he can ; the consequence of 
winch must needs be, that no conclusion will be 
arrived at, satisfactory to all ; nor such, as would bar 
the way by authority to future progress and improve- 
ment. It seems unreasonable to expect that any 
literary work, which with superlative excellency com- 
bines superlative difficulty, can soon, or at once, be 
adequately rendered into another tongue. We may 
fairly expect that each succeeding version will profit 
by those which have preceded it ; that acknowledged 
errors will now be corrected, the meaning of particular 
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passages more fully brought out, and the force and 
heauty of the whole made more conspicuous. Dr. 
Johnson somewhere observes, that it is a very hard 
thing to alter the language of a passage without in- 
juring the thought. If this remark applies to prose, 
how much more to Poetry 1 and to what Poem more 
forcibly than to tbe Divina Ccmvmedia ? Not to 
dwell upon its highly mystic design, and its treatment, 
so marvellous in many particulars, there is in Dante 
such a condensation of deep thought, such an in- 
tensity of strong feeling, combined with such a power 
of compressing both into the most apt phrases and 
cadences, as cannot but render the translator's task 
singularly arduous. Add to this the marked differ- 
ences, in sound, idiom, and construction, between the 
Italian and the English. Many brief, nervous, and 
melodious expressions in the former, seem to have no 
corresponding representation in the latter, but plain 
prose. What is tersely sublime, or tenderly pathetic, 
in the one, is often simply bald, and falls flat in the 
other. How faintly can we reflect that life-like 
reality, which a few masterly touches have given to the 
original ! How rarely can we succeed, by the per- 
spicuity and strength of language, in producing such 
a distinct image of external forms, as at once renders 
them visible to "the mind's eye" — the pkluTesqu-e of 
Dante ! From what cause, it may be asked, have our 
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attempts to translate the Hebrew Psalter hitherto 
proved so unsuccessful I It is the incapacity of our 
language to render the direct lightning-like effect of 
the original. The same cause may here also prove 
fatal. 

But these hindrances to success are increased ten- 
fold by the necessities of rhyme. Dante himself 
acknowledges its bondage (Canto xxxviii. 1). It is 
true that he allowed lumself many poetic liberties. 
He altered the spelling ; he contracted, extended, and 
even invented words, for the rhyme's sake ; and, by 
his sole authority and example, he sanctioned such use 
for the benefit of all future Italian poets. But our 
English translator is " no such chartered libertine." 
While bound strictly to adhere to his model, he is 
equally bound strictly to observe the laws of English 
versification : and, should he venture to frame his 
copy on the original metre, his difficulties must needs 
increase, from his having to supply a third rhyme in 
the second tiercet. Then will ho feel, to its fullest 
extent, that 

" Closing the Rcnse within the mcaaur'd time, 
Til hard to fit the reason U) the rhyme."* 

In consequence of these trammels, we are often 
obliged to dilute the sense ; it may be, at times, to 
come short of it altogether. Add to this, that our 

' Dryden, Art of Poetry, Ciuito ii. 
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perfect rhymes are far fewer than those in Italian ; 
while, from our greater use of consonants than of 
vowels, our terms are deficient in that ease and flexi- 
bility which so much help versification, while they add 
to its freshness and beauty. Hence we are unable to 
vary, as we ought, the ends of our lines, but are in 
frequent danger of repeating ourselves ; a fault against 
which Dante himself particularly warns us in his 
Treatise " De Vuljjari Eh'juin (Lib. ii. e. 13), and one 
which he himself most studiously avoided. It is very 
remarkable, that, throughout the entire Com/media, 
consisting of a hundred Cantos, there are only fifteen 
instances* to be found of his using the same rhyme 
a second time in the same Canto. It is true, that 
this was carrying his strictness an unreasonable 
length ; and we are not surprised that succeeding 
Italian Poets, as Ariosto and Tasso, should in this 
havo declined following him. 

Happily nothing of the kind is required of the 
English translator. Full liberty is here allowed ua by 
the practice of our greatest Masters ; and the only 
danger is, of our abusing it. There is a notable cx- 

• Three of these instances occur in the Inferno ; namely, at 
Canto ii. 14.89 ; ii. 23.104; xxui. 1.116. Consult the Rimario 
of Dante, appended to the famous Comino Edit, of the Commedia 
by G. A.Volpi (Padua, 1727) ; and, subsequently, to the Edition 
of Lombardi (Borne, 1817). 
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ample of this, where leant wc should expect it. If we 
turn to the First Book of Pope's translation of the 
Iliad, we shall find that in three instances he there 
repeats the same rhyme, after so short an interval, as 
that of a single couplet ; thus carrying his license to 
an extreme in one direction, as Dante did his severity 
on the side opposite. 

Such being the great difficulties and risk of failure, 
which attend the term rima, it is not surprising that 
it should have been less adopted by our different 
translators. Blank verse at once rids us of these 
difficulties ; but then, in its tendency to diffuseness* 
it seems ill fitted to represent a metre, of all others, in 
the hands of Dante, at least, so succinct ; in which 
the clause, if not the sentence, generally closes with 
the triplet, and so confines the sense. Dr. Carlyle has 
thought it the best, and indeed the only, coarse, to 
give a literal rendering in prose ; and a most scholar- 
like volume he has given us. He plainly avows that 

* This tendcin-y is hazily tibviatnl hy W. Ji. Itossetti, who, 
in his recant traiislatiun, adopts the |>Ian, not only of a word for 
word, hut of a line for line copy, thus retaining all the closeness of 
the measure, and giving an csaet transcript of tiic meaning. To 
him tho writer is indebted for much kind encouragement and 
valuable help, which In.- hciv [vrords with sinn-re gratitude. To 
Dr. Carlyle he feels obliged for the Italian test, so carefully 
collated by him from the best Editions, and now transferred to 
these pages. 
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to transfer into any other language the deep rhythmic 
force and beauty of the original is a tiling impossible. 

We have thus enlarged on the arduous and 
hazardous nature of our undertaking, not merely to 
bespeak for it the utmost critical indulgence, but with 
the definite object of showing the improbability that 
any perfect success can, in the ordinary course of 
things, be attained, except after repeated endeavours. 
If this be so, then neither this nor any translation 
subsequent to it can fairly he regarded as needless 
and uncalled for, still less as presumptuous and de- 
rogatory to those that have preceded it. 

In regard to this volume, which thus apologises 
for its appearance, ifc is hoped that the Italian, intro- 
duced, so as to correspond, cm the opposite page, will 
be found convenient, generally, to the reader ; and 
that it will serve the important end of keeping the 
attention of the less advanced student close to the 
original text, which must never be lost sight of. Of 
the two Indexes appended, the first is designed to he 
a map, or guide, through the intricate passages and 
circles of the Inferno. The reader, by this means, 
has at hand for his use what, otherwise, he might 
have to collect for himself from different portions of 
the Poem, or from scattered notices thereon. Here, 
in the main divisions and subdivisions of the Infemo, 
he will trace those great moral principles which regn- 
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late the several degrees of punishment ; and so will 
pass intelligently along the descending scale, until he 
reaches the fotnlo a lullo I' ii.n'nyrtso, which is the fondo 
if ogni reo, where Satan is pressed, and kept down, by 
the superincumbent mass of the sins of mankind. 
The second Index, in giving the names of the suf- 
ferers, shows at once where each individual is to be 
found ; but, in the absence of explanatory notes, which 
would have too much swollen the size of the volume, 
recourse must be had by those who need information 
of the different characters, to other translations, in 
which such matter is supplied. It may not be amiss 
to mention one, thought, suggested by this register of 
names. Only forgive Dante, once for all, his extreme 
presumption and uncliaritableness in judging souls, 
and condemning them, even to the severest torments 
of Hell, and we are left, in the perusal of these names, 
to admire his noble impartiality in showing favour to 
none, however high in station, or however personally 
dear to himself ; his huh indignation against vice and 
irreligion, wherever found ; and, at the same time, his 
tender overflowing sympathy with human suffering, 
whether as witnessed collectively, or brought more 
near in particular cases. But if, after all, some may 
still retain the impression of an extreme severity on 
his part, under a mistaken sense of justice, let them, 
to get rid of this prejudice, not stop short at the 
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Inferno ; but acquaint themselves more fully with the 
mind of the Poet by following him beyond this mar si 
erudete into the calm gentle retreats of the Purgatorio, 
and the bright joyous scenes of the Parodist). Many, 
it is to be feared, oven among the Italians themselves * 
know little more of Dante than the First stage of his 
fclircefold pilgrimage ; and, in that one, little more 
than the heart-rending stories of Francesca, and of 
Ugolino. Let us hope that, as a highly-educated 
people, we shall no longer show such injustice towards 
the Poet, nor thus defraud our own selves. May this 
year of his Commemoration be the happy time for 
reviving and extending among us a more worthy ap- 
preciation of his immortal work ; and, beyond this, 
of promoting the study of that beautiful language and 
that splendid literature, of which lie laid the founda- 
tion. Let it never be forgotten that our original 
school of English Poetry was formed on that litera- 
ture, and, like a befitting superstructure, raised on 
that foundation. 

It was in Italy, that, at the touch of tliis great 

* " Ne soltanto per gli oltrnniontaui, die linnno in gencrale 
cosl mal conosciuto il limn Padre dirlla nostra poesia, ma, per gli 
Italiani stesai potri, csser utile questa inia qualunque sifl Disser- 
tazione ; perche la maggior parte di essi, se fli cecattuino I canti 
di Francesca d' Ariioiuo, c del Conte Ugolino, pocliissimo conosee 
laDivinaComiuediadtll' jUijjlii (■;■!."■ ■ Et'iiiu, rtc, di tJi)isc}>pc di 
Ccsarc {Prcfazioiut). 
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enchanter, those fountains and depths, pure and mi- 
defiled, were opened, from whence Chaucer, Spencer, 
and Milton* first drew so much of their clearness, 
sweetness, and power. From thence, too, were sup- 
plied to us many of those dramatic stories which are 
immortalized in the Fables of Dryden and in the Plays 
of our incomparable Shakespeare. Since the Restora- 
tion, we have, it would seem, unnaturally forsaken 
our nursing-mother, the guide of our youth, and have 
transferred our preference to France, and, in more 
recent times, to Germany. But, whether we have 
done this to the advantage of our national poetry, 
or to the improvement of our literary taste, is a 
serious question, as far beyond the ability, as it lies 
beyond the province of the writer, in any wise, to 
determine. 

He has only now to give some account of the 
portrait of Dante, with the Sonnet of Boccaccio, facing 
his title-page. It is an rxnet f<ir-?.'nnik. of the engraving, 
prefixed to the rare and beautiful Giolito edition of 
the Commedia {Venice, 15S5), of which the translator 
possesses a perfect copy. The resemblance it bears to 
Giotto's famous fresco, recently discovered on the 

* "He wis ptrlii rihrly skill.'il in the Italian, which lit 
always preferred to the French language, as all the men of 
letters did at that time ia England. "—Bishop JVewftm (Life of 

mum). 
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walls of the old Bargello at Florence * is very striking; 
only with this important difference, that Giotto pre- 
sents him to us in the prime of life ; this, in his 
advanced years. But it is the samo face reproduced. 
The alterations are precisely those which might have 
been expected from the wear and tear of his inter- 
mediate tempestuous life, wrinkling the smooth fore- 
head. They bear witness, as to his disdainful sense of 
the ill-treatment and ingratitude of men, so to that 
cost of mental labour and anxiety, which, as he himself, 
speaking of his Poem, tells us, 

"it lia folio per pii anni macro." 

A fine translation of Boccaccio's Sonnett is here 
borrowed from the pen of one, worthy, beyond most 
men, for his own writings, as well as for the memory's 
sake of his distinguished father, to bear a part in this 
testimony of praise : — 

"Dante Alighieri, a durk oracle 
Of wisdom, and of art, I am ; whose mind 
Has to my i-mmm- surh jjivat. gifts assign'd, 
That men account my powers a miracle. 
My lofty fancy pass'd us low as Hell, 
As high os Heaven, secure and unconfiu'd ; 

* See the Quarterly Review, vol. civ., 1868. Art. Publica- 
liiiiis iif t Ins Ai-iiinlcl Society. 

t See The Early Italian Poets, etc., translated hy D. G. 
Rossetti. Port ii. Appendix. 
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And in my noble Hook doth every kind 

Of earthly lore and Heavenly doctrine dwell. 

Renowned Florenee ivns my mother— nay, 

Step-mother unto me, Iht piteous son, 

Through sin of cursed slander's tongue and tooth. 

Ravenna shelter'd me so east away : 

My hody is with her ; my soul with One, 

For whom no envy can make dim the truth." 



Torquay, February 33D5. 
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Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita 
Mi ritrovai per una selva oscura, 
Clie la diritta via era smarrita. 

Alii, quanto a dir qual era e cosa dura, 
Questa selva selvaggia ed aspra e forte, 
Che nel pensier rinnova la paura ! 

Tanto c amara, chc poco 6 piii morte : 
Ma, per tTattar del ben ch' ivi trovai, 
Dirt- dell' altre cose, ch' io v' ho scorte. 

Io non so ben ridir com' io v' entrai ; 

Tant' era pien di sonno in su quel punto, 
Che la verace via abbandonai. 

Ma poi ch' io fui al pie d' nn colle giunto, 
La ove terminava quella valle, 
Che m' avea di paura il cor compunto, 

Guardai in alto, e vidi Je sue spalle 
Vestite gia de' raggi del pianeta, 
Che mena dritto altrui per ogni calle. 

AHor fu la paura un poco queta, 
Che nel lago del cor m' eTa durata 
La notte, ch' io passai con tanta pieta. 
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At the mid-stage of human life, estray'd 
I found me in a wood obscure; the way 
Guiding aright was lost ; and all was shade. 

Ah, what it was 'tis hard — how hard — to Bay, 

This woodland waste, so piercing sharp, and strong; 
It haunts me still, renewing the dismay; 

Well nigh, as death, 'tis bitter: yet my tongue 
Of other things, there seen, shall record bear ; 
For that the good, I found, demands my song. 

How it I cntcr'd I can ill declare ; 

Such heaviness of sleep my sense subdued, 
When the true way I left to wander there. 

But, a3 I reach'd a mountain's base, that stood 
Closing the valley, which with such affright 
Had seiz'd and check'd the current of my blood; 

I look'd on high, and saw its shoulders dight 
Already with the planet's healing ray, 
That leads mankind on every path aright. 

Some little calm'd was then the dread dismay, 
Felt in my heart's deep lake, the night I past 
All so distressfully, when gone astray. 
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E come quei, che con leaa affaimata 
TJscito fast del pelago alia riva, 
Si volge all' acqua pfridu^ii, t: guaia; 

Cosl 1' animo mio, che ancor fuggiva, 
Si volse indietro a rimirar lo passo, 
Che non lasci6 giammai persona viva. 

Poi, ch' ebbi riposato il corpo lasso, 
Ripresi via per la piaggia diserta, 
SI che il pie fermo sempre era il piii basso. 

Ed ecco, quasi al cominciar dell' erta, 
Una lonza leggiera e presta molto, 
Che di pel maculato era coverta. 

E non mi si partia dinanzi al volto; 
Anzi impediva tanto il mio cammino, 
Ch' io fui per ritornar piii voito vSlto. 

Tempo era dal principio del mattino ; 
E il Sol montava in su con quelle stolle 
Ch' eran con lui, quando 1' Amor Divino 

Mosse da prima quelle cose belle; 
SI che a bene sperar m' eran cagione 
Di quella fera la gaietta pelle, 

L' ora del tempo, e la dolco stiigione : 
Ma non si, che paura non mi desse 
La vista, che m' apparve, d' uu leone. 

Questi parea, che contra me venesse 
Con la testa aita, e con rabbiosa fame; 
SI che parea che 1' aer ne tremesse. 

Ed una lupa, che di tutte brame 
Sembiava carca netla sua magrezza, 
E molte genti fe' gia viver grame, 
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And, scap'd the stormy sea, like one who, cast 
Labouring for breath ashore, turns eagerly 
To view the dangerous deep, and stares aghast; 

E'en so my spirit, while it still did fly, 

Turn'd back to gaze once more upon the pass, 
Alive which none e'er left, who ventur'd by. 

Rested my weary frame some little apace, 
Again I scal'd the fell ; and in such wise, 
That the firm foot the lower alway was. 

And, where the steep abrupt begins to rise, 
Behold, a panther, light and wondrous fleet, 
Dappled all o'er with spots in comely guise. 

It left me not, but did me ever meet 

Full fronting ; ay, the way I sought to climb 
So stopp'd, that oft I minded to retreat. 

It was the hour, when morning sheds her prime ; 
The Sun was rising with the stars benign, 
Which formed Ins courtly retinue, what time 

Those beauteous works first sprang from Love Divine; 
And so with hope's fair promise all conspir'd ; 
The season, and the dawn of joyous slune, 

The panther blithe, in gaudy coat attir'd ; 
Yet none could stay the desperate affright 
The vision of a lion me inspir'd ! 

He scem'd as arming 'gainst ine all his might, 
With head aloft, and fierce for want of food ; 
Tlio very air look'd daunted at the sight. 

A she-wolf too, whoso bare-ribb'd leanness show'd 
Full of all appetence, and who, before, 
Had prcy'd on many a pining multitude ; 
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Questa mi porse tanto di gravezza 

Con la paura, che uscia di sua vista, 

Ch' io pcrdei la speranza dell' altezza. 
E quale e quei, che volenticri acquista, 

E giugne il tempo che perder lo face, 

Che in tutti i suoi pensier piange e s' attrista ; 
Tal mi fece la bestia senza pace, 

Che, venendomi incontro, a poco a poco 

Mi ripingeva la dove il Sol tace. 
Mentre ch' io rovinava in basso loco, 

Dinanzi agli occhi mi si fu offerto 

Chi per lungo silenzio parea fioco. 
Quando vidi costui nel gran diserto, 

Miserere di me, gridai a lui, 

Qual che tu sie, od ombra, od uomo certo. 
l-iisposcmi : Non uomo, uomo gia fui, 

E li parenti miei furon Lombardi, 

E Mantovani per riatria ambedui. 
Nacqui sub JvMo, ancorchfc fosse tardi, 

E vissi a Koma sotto il buono Augusto, 

Al tempo degli Dei falsi e bugiardi. 
Poeta fui, e cantai di quel giusto 

Figliuol d' Anchise, che venne da Troia, 

Poi che il superbo Ilion fu combusto. 
Ma tu, perchfc ritonii a tanta noial 

Pcrche non sali il dilettoso monte, 

Ch' b principio e cagion di tutta gioia ? 
Or se' tu quel Virgilio, e quella fontc, 

Che spande di parlar st largo flume 1 

Risposi lui con vergognosa fronte. 
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She with the terror, that her aspect wore, 
So wearied all the strength within my veins, 
That hope of the ascent I felt no more. 

And as the man, who gladly counts his gains, 
When, after, losing all the treasures won, 
Disconsolate in every thought complains; 

So by this restless brute was I undone ; 

Who, inch by inch, repell'd me from my course 
Back to the vale, where silent is the Sun. 

While I was downward carried thus perforce, 
One stood before mine eyes appearing plain, 
Whose utterance seem'd, by length of silence, hoarse. 

Him, soon as seen in the vast wild, I 'gan 
Loud to implore: "Pity, Oh, pity me ! 
" Whate'er thou art — spirit, or very man." 

He answer'd : " Man I was ; but cease to be : 
My parents both fair Lombardy begat, 
Mantua tlieir home ; and my nativity 

Under great Julius was, although too late. 

At Rome, when none but lying gods were known, 
I liv'd ; then good Augustus sway'd the State : 

Poet I was ; my theme the righteous son 
Of old Anchises, when he fled from Troy, 
And wrapt in ashes lay proud Eion. 

But thou— why turn'st thou back to such annoy '( 
Wby not ascend the happy mountain's brow, 
Which is the spring and cause of perfect joy?" 

" Art thou that Virgil then — that fountain thou, 
Whence streams of eloquence so large expand?" 
I answer'd him with look abash'd, and low : 
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Oh, degli altri poeti onore e lume, 

Vaglinmi il lungo studio e il grande amore, 
Clie m' han fatto cercar lo tuo volume. 

Tu se' lo mio maestro, e il mio autore : 
Tu se' solo colui, da cui io tolsi 
Lo bello stile, che m' ha fatto onore. 

Vedi la bestia, per cui io mi volri : 
Aiutami da lei, famoso saggio, 
Ch' ella mi fa tremar lc vene e i polsi. 

A te convien tenerc altro viaggio, 
Uispose, poi che lagrimar mi vide, 
Se vuoi campar d' csto loco selvaggio : 

Che questa bestia, per la qual tu gride, 
Non lascia altrui passar per la sua via. 
Ma tanto lo impedisce, che 1' uccide : 

E ha natura s\ malvagia e ria, 

Che mai non empie la bramosa voglia, 
E dopo il pasto ha piu fame che pria. 

Molti son gli animali, a cui s' ammoglia, 
E piu saranuo ancora, infin che il Veltro 
Verrii, che la fari morir di doglia. 

Questi non cibera terra nfc poltro, 
Ma sapienza, c amore, e virtute ; 
E sua nazion sara tra Feltro e Feltro. 

Di quell' umile Italia fla salute, 
Per cui morl la vergine Cammilla, 
Eurialo, e Turno, e Niso di ferute : 

Questi la caccera per ogni villa, 

Fin che 1' avra rimessa nell' Inferno, 
La onde invidia prima dipartilla. 
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" O glory and light of bards in every land ! 

Now may it help me, in my hour of need, 

That long thy book with loving zeal I scann'd. 
Thou art my Master ; thou, my vital Head : 

From thee alone I form'd with studious art 

The beauteous style, that me to fame has led. 
See yonder beast, from whom repuls'd I start — 

Defend, defend me from her, Sage renown'd ; 

For glaring thus she shakes my inmost heart." 
" Needful for thee another way is found," 

He answer'd, noting well my streaming eyes ; 

" If 'tis thy will to escape this savage ground. 
Because this beast, that wakes thy suppliant cries, 

None suffers here to pass against her will, 

But so besets the pilgrim, that he dies ; 
And such her instinct is, so steep' d in ill, 

Her craving lust she ne'er can satiate ; 

But, after feeding, grows more hungry still. 
Many the bestial brood she takes for mate — 

Brood, destin'd to increase ; 'till the Greyhound 

Comes, who, in pangs of death, shall seal her fate. 
Not earth, not gold, but sapience profound, 

But love and virtue shall his diet be ; 

And Feltro on each side his nation bound. 
'Tib he shall save that low-sunk Italy, 

Euryalus, Turnus, Nisus, for whose sake, 

Virgin Camilla, too, of wounds did die. 
Her, far and wide pursued, lus prey he'll make, 

'Till he resign her to the hell, from whence 

Envy at first impell'd her loose to break. 
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Olid' io per lo tuo mo' penso e discerno, 
Che t\i mi segui, ed io sard tua guida, 
E tarrotti di qui per luogo eterno, 
Ove udirai le disperate strida, 
Vedrai gli anticlii spiriti dolenti, 
Che la seconda morte ciaacun grida : 
E vederai color, die son contenti 
Nel fuoco, perchc speran di venire, 
Quando che sia, alle beate genti : 
Alle quai poi se tu vorrai salire, 
Anima, fia a ci6 di me piii degna : 
Con loi ti lasciero nel mio partire ; 
Che quello Imperador, che lassfi regna, 
Perch' io fui ribellante alia sua legge, 
Non vuol che in sua citta per me si vegna. 
In tutte parti impera, e quivi regge : 
Quivi e la sua cittade, e 1' alto seggio : 
O felice eolui, cui ivi elegge ! 



Ed io a lui : Poeta, io ti ricliieggio 

Per quello Iddio, che tu non conoscesti, 
A cib eh' io fugga questo male e peggio, 

Che tu mi meni la dov' or dicesti, 

SI ch' io vegga la porta di San Pietro, 
E color, che tu fai cotanto mesti 

Allor si mosae ; ed io ii tenni dietro. 



CANTO I. 



6 



Wherefore-, I counsel beat for thy defence, 
That thou me follow ; I'll conduct thee well, 
And, through a place eternal, lead thee hence ; 

Where thou shalt hear the wild despairing yell, 
Where thou shalt see in dole the spirits of old, 
Invoking each a second death in hell ; 

Those, also, in the penal fiery hold 

Who rest content, because their hopes aspire 
To join the blessed, the set time when told. 

And, if to them thou fain wouldst lift thee higher, 
A soul more worthy shall thy leader prove : 
Thee to her charge I'll leave, when I retire. 

For He, that Emperor, who rules above, 
Wills none should enter at His city-gate 
By me, a rebel 'gainst His law of love. 

lteigning through space, 'tis there He keeps His state ; 
There stand His throne and city : Oh, how bless'd, 
Whom there He chooses hi those courts to wait ! " 

And I to him ; " Poet, I thee request 
By that same Deity to thee unknown, 
That never I be thus, and worse, distress'd, 

Conduct me whither thy good word has shown, 
That so I may behold St. Peter's door, 
And those thou makest with such anguish groan : " 

Then mov'd I onward, as he led before. 



CANTO II. 



Lo gioruo se n' andava, e I' aer bruno 
Toglieva gli animai, che sono in terra, 
Dalle fatichc lore ; ed io sol uno 

W apparecohiava a sostcner la gnerra 
SI del cammino, e si dclla pietate, 
Che ritrarra la mente, che non erra. 

0 Muse, o alto ingegno, or m' aiutate : 
0 mente, che scrivesti cio ch' io vidi, 
Qui si parra la tua nobiHtate. 

lo commciai : Poeta, die rai guidi, 
Guarda la mia virtu, s' ella e possente, 
Prima che all" alto pasao tu mi fidi. 

Tu dici, che di Silvio lo parente, 
Corruttihile ancora, ad immortale 
Socolo and6, c fu sensibilmente. 

Pero se 1' Awersario d' ogni male 
Cortesc fu, pensando 1' alto effctto, 
Ch' uscir dovea di lui, e il chi, e il quale ; 

Non pare indegno ad uomo d' intelletto : 
Ch' ci fu dell' alma Roma c di suo impero 
Nell' empireo Ciel per padre eletto : 
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The day was parting ; and the dusky eve 
Releas'd the animals from toil and care ; 
When I forlorn, with no such sweet reprieve, 

Was arming me, the double fight to bear — 
The way so difficult, the scene so sad — 
Which memory now shall trace, nor, tracing, err. 

O Muses ! 0 high genius ! lend your aid : 
0 mind ! the sure recorder of mine eyes, 
Here shall thy nobleness be clear display'd. 

" Poet," began I, " thou my Guide all wise, 
Ponder my strength — suffices it 1 Inquire. 
Ere thou entrust me to the hard emprize. 

Thou tell'st of Silvius' parental siro, 

That yet corruptible ho chang'd his state. 
And breath'd, corporeally, immortal air : 

That He, who hates all ill with perfect hate, 
Should condescend to him, above his kind, 
Well knowing who be was, and what his fate. 

Seems not unmeet to a reflecting mind ; 
For he of genial Koine, and her chief sway, 
Was father, by the will of Heaven, design'd : 



-CANTO II. 



La quale, e il quale, a voler dir Id vero, 
Fur etabiliti per lo loco santo, 
U' siede il successor del maggior Piero. 
Per questa andata, onde gli dai tu vanto, 



Intese cose, che furon cagione 


Di sua vittoria o de 


1 papale ammanto 


Andowi poi lo Vaa d' 


elezione, 


Per recarne conforti 


> a quella Fede, 


Ch" e principio alia 


via di salvazione. 


Ma io, perehe venirvi f f 


o clii 1' concede ' 


lo non Enea, io non 




Me degno a cio ne i 


o, ne altri crede. 


Perche se del venire i( 


i m' abbandono, 


Temo che la venuta 


non sia folle : 


Se' savio, e intendi 


me' ch' io non raj 



E quale e quei, clie disvuol ci6 ch' e' voile, 
E per novi pensier cangia proposta, 
SI che del cominciar tutto si tolle ; 

Tal mi fee' io in quella oscura coata : 
Perche pensando consumai la impreBa, 
Che fu nel cominciar cotanto tosta. 

So io ho ben la tua parola intesa, 
Rispose del magnanimo quell' ombra, 
L'anima tua e da viltade offesa. 

La qual molte fiate 1' uomo ingombra, 
SI che d' onrata impresa Io rivolve, 
Come fatso veder bestia, quand' ombra. 

Da questa tema acciocche tu ti solve, 

Dirotti, perch' io venni, e quel ch' io intesi, 
Nel primo punto ehe di te mi dolve. 



CANTO II. 



8 



Both these were settled — so the truth to say — 
In th' holy place, where the succeeding heir 
Of the first Peter sits in grand array. 

By this descent, so honour'd by thy lyre, 

He came to know what, after, prov'd the cause 
Of Ins own conquest, and the papal tire. 

Went thither next election's favour'd Vase, 
From thence to bring assurance of that Creed, 
Which first salvation to the soul displays. 

But I — why go I there 1 who bids me speed 1 
I, no j^neas, much less Paul am I : 
Nor I, nor others, this to me concede. 

If going there I cast the venturous die, 
I fear reproof of folly in th' event : 
My faltering speech thy wisdom will supply." 

And as the man, who swerves from his intent, 
Nilling the thing he will'd, a second thought 
Warping Ins mind to quite an adverse bent ; 

To such myself, in that dark coast, I brought ; 
For by the dint of thinking died away 
The enterprize, my will so quick had caught. 

" If I have read the sense thy words convey," 
That shade magnanimous then answer made. 
" Thy soul to cowardice is sunk a prey ; 

By this, full oft, man's spirit sore o'erlaid 

Shrinks from the honour it design'd t' achieve ; 
As shies a beast, by faulty sight betray'd. 

That of this fear thou may'st thyself relieve, 

Wherefore I came, I'll tell ; what reach'd mine ear, 
When, at the first, my soul for thee did grieve. 



Digitized by Google 



CANTO II. 



Io era tra color, chc son sospesi, 
E Donna mi ohiamo beata c bella, 
Tal che di comandare io la richiesi. 

Lucevan gli occhi suoi piii che la stella : 
E cominciommi a dir soave e piana 
Con angelica voce, in sua favella : 

0 anima cortese Mantovana, 

Di cui la fama ancor nel mondo dura, 
E durera quanto il moto lontana : 

L' amico mio, e non della ventura, 
Nella diserta piaggia c impedito 
SI nel cammin, che volto e per paura : 

E tcmo clie non sia gia si sinarrito, 
Ch' io mi sia tardi al soccorso levata, 
Per quel cli' io ho di lui nel Cielo udito. 

Or muovi, c con la tua parola ornata, 

E con ci6, che ha mcsticri al suo campare, 
L' aiuta si, ch' io ne sia consolata. 

Io son Beatrice, che ti faccio andarc : 
Vegno di loco, ove tornar disio : 
Amor mi mos.se, che mi fa parlare. 

Quando sare dinanzi al Signor mio, 
Di te mi lodero sovente a lui. 
Tacette allera, e poi cominciai io : 

0 Donna di virtu, sola, per cui 

L' umana spezie eccede ogni contento 
Da quel ciel, che ha minori i cerchi sui : 

Tanto m' aggrada il tuo comandamento, 
Clie 1' ubbidir, se gia fosse, m' i tardi ; 
Piii non t' e uopo aprirmi il tuo taiento. 
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I was among them, who ' Suspended ' are, 
And me a Lady call'd, bless'd beauteous so, 
That, straight, for her command I made my prayer. 

Her eyes outshin'd the brightest stellar glow ; 
And soon she 'gan, with voice of angel-tone, 
To drop her speech in mild and gentle flow. 

' 0 ! courteous spirit Mantuan, whose renown, 
Wide o'er the world diffus'd, endureth still, 
And shall endure, till time itself is gone ; 

My friend — no friend alas ! to fortune's will — 
On the lone steep is hinder'd so, that fear 
Has thrust him back from the Celestial hill. 

I dread the thought — -he may have stray' d too far ; 
I ris'n, but all too slow, with help design'd ; 
From what I chane'd in Heaven of him to hear. 

Go now, and with thine eloquence refin'd, 
And what for rescue best shall means supply, 
Such aidance lend, as may console my mind. 

I am, who send thee, Beatrice : from on high 
I come ; and thither long to speed again : 
Love bids me speak, that made me to thee fly. 

In the Lord's presence, 'mid th' attendant train, 
I'll oft for thee to Him declare my praise.' 
Silent she ended ; and I thus began ; 

' 0 ! Lady, of that worth, alone to raise 

'Bove all, contain'd within the lunar sphere, 
Man's halcyon state by thy transcendent ways ; 

So sweet thy mandate to my listening ear, 
Obedience, were it paid, would linger slow ; 
It needs me not again thy wish to hear. 
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Ma dimmi la cagion, che non ti guardi 
Dello scender quaggii in questro centre 
Dall' ampio loco, ove tornar tu ardi. 

Da che tu vuoi saper cotanto addentro, 
Dirotti brevemente, mi rispose, 
Perch' io non temo di venir qua entro. 

Temer si deve sol di quelle cose 

Ch' hanno potenza di fare altrui male : 
Dell' altre no, che non son paurose. 

Io son fatta da Dio, sua merce, tale, 
Che la vostra miseria non mi tange, 
Nfe fiamma d' esto incendio non m' assale. 

Donna k gontil nel Ciel, che si compiange 
Di questo impedimeuto, ov' io ti mando, 
Si che duro giudicio lassii frange. 

l^uesta clriese Lucia in suo dimando, 
E disse : Or abhisogna il tuo fedele 
Di te, ed io a te lo raccomaudo. 

Lucia, nimica di ciascun crudele, 

Si mosse, e vcnno al loco dov' io era, 
Che mi sedea con 1' antica Rachcle. 

Disse : Beatrice, loda di Dio vera, 

Che non soccorri quei che t' ami tanto, 
Che usclo per tc della volgare schiera 1 

Non odi tu la pieta del suo piantoi 
Non vedi tu la morte che il combatU- 
Su la fiumana, ove il mar non ha vanto ? 

Al mondo non fur mai persone ratte 
A far lor pro, nu a fuggir lor danno, 
Com' io, dopo cotai parole fatte, 



CANTO II. 



10 



But say ; to this contracted orb below, 

Whence is thy scant of care in coming down 
Prom that large place, thou now desirest so 1 ' 

' Since thou dost wish thus far to thee be known. 
In brief I'll tell thee,' she responded calm, 
' Why fearless I descend within this zone. 

Tilings only, that possess the power to harm, 
Should dreaded be : all others have no claim, 
Found inoffensive, to excite alarm. 

God, of Hia grace, has temper'd so my frame, 
That nothing your affliction does me move, 
Nor am I scath'd by this devouring flame. 

There is a noble Lady, who above, 

So rues that hindrance, wherefore thee I send, 
As justice to disarm by power of love. 

Lucia she implor'd ; ' Thy faithful friend,' 

Pleading, she said, 1 now needs thy service kind ; 
And him to thee I lovingly commend.' 

Lucia, foe to every sterner mind, 

Arose soft gliding to the place, where I 
With th' antique Rachel musing sat reclin'd. 

She said ; ' 0 ! Beatrice, God's eulogy, 

Why unto him, who could for thee forsake 
The vulgar herd, dost thou thy help deny t 

Dost thou not hear his piteous wailings break J 
Dost thou not see the death, that tugs him hard 
There, where the sea no conflict such can make 1 ' 

None in the world ever so swift appear'd 
To seek their good, and to eschew their ill, 
As I my course, such wordB when utter'd, steer'd 
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Veimi quaggiii dal mio bcato scanno, 
Fidandomi nel tuo parlare onesto, 
Che onora te, e quci che udito 1' hs 



Per che mi fece del venir piii presto : 

E venni a te cos\, com' ella volse ; 
Dinanzi a quella fiera ti levai, 
Che del bel monte il corto andar ti tolse. 

Dunque che e i perche, perche ristai ? 
Perche tanta vilta nel cuore allette i 
Perche ardire e franchezza non liai ? 

Poscia die tai tre Donne benedette 
Curan di te nella corte del Cielo, 
E il mio parlar tanto ben t' impromett* ? 

Quale i fioretti dal notturno gelo 

Chinati e chiusi, poi che il Sol gl' imbianca, 
Si drizzan tutti aperti in loro stelo ; 

Tal mi fee' io, di mia virtute stanca : 
E tanto buono ardire al cuor mt corse, 
Ch' io cominciai come persona franca : 

0 pietosa colei die mi soccorse, 
E tu cortese, ch' ubbidisti tosto 
Alle vere parole che ti porse ! 

Tu m' hai con desiderio il cuor disposto 
SI al vonir, con le parole tue, 
Ch' io son tomato nel primo proposto. 

Or va, che un sol volere 6 d' ambedue : 
Tu duca, tu signore, e tu maestro. 
Cos\ gli dissi ; c poiche mosso fue, 

Entrai per lo cammino alto e silvestro. 
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Down from my happy seat with forward will ; 

Confiding in that eloquence of thine, 

Which honours thee, and all, who hear it, still.' 
Thus ended her discourse, her radiant eyne, 

In act of shedding tears, aside she bent ; 

The which did me to come the more incline : 
And so I came, to her obedient ; 

And rescue brought thee from the rabid beast, 

Who barr'd the beauteous mountain's short ascent. 
What then 1 thy course why, why dost thou arrest ? 

Why foster in thee such inglorious fearl 

Why stirs no generous daring in thy breast, 
Since in the courts of Heaven for thee their care 

Three ladies so Beatified unite ; 

And my word lends thee, too, such promise fair?" 
As shut and drooping low, through chill of night, 

Flowerets, at touch of the warm blanching sun, 

Rise on their stems, and opening hail the light : 
So far'd it with my courage quail'd and wan : 

Into my soul such genial ardour press'd, 

That, like a man of valour, I began ; 
" 0 ! piteous she, who help'd me, when distrcss'd ! 

Thou courteous, too, obsequious to obey 

The truthful mandates of her gentle breast ! 
So great desire to dare th' adventurous way 

In me thy words have kindled, that I own 

Myself recover'd to my first assay. 
Now onward : for of both the will is one : 

Thou art my Lord ; my Master thou, my Guide : " 

So I address'd ; and, when he led me on, 
I enter'd by the arduous path untried. 



CANTO III. 



•• Per me si va nclla citta dolente : 
Per me si va nclT eterno dolore : 
Per me si va tra la perdtita gente. 

Giustizia mosse il mio alto Fattore : 
Fecemi la divina Potestate, 
La somma Sapienza e il primo Amore. 

Dinanzi a me Hon fur cose create, 
Se non eterne ; ed io eterno duro : 
Lasciate ogni speranza, voi ch' entrate." 

Questo parole di colore oscuro 

Vid' io scritte al sommo d' una porta ; 
Per cIl' io : Maestro, il senso lor m' e duro. 

Ed egli a me, come persona accorta : 
Qui si convien lasciare ogni sospetto ; 
Ogni vilta convien che qui sia morta. 

Noi acm venuti al luogo ov' io t' ho detto 
Che tu vedrai le genti dolorose, 
Ch' hanno perduto il ben dello intelletto. 

E poich6 la sua mano alia mia pose, 
Con lieto volto, ond' io mi confortai, 
Mi mise dentro alle segrete cose. 
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" By me is reach'd the city, doom'd to grieve ; 
By me, the grief, that must eternal prove ; 
By mc, the people lost heyond reprieve. 

Justice my mighty maker first did move ; 
Omnipotence Divine my structure rear, 
The supreme Wisdom, and the primal Love. 

Save things eternal, none created were 
Prior to me : eternal I remain : 
Despair for ever, ye, who enter here." 

These words, inscrib'd with hues of darksome grain, 
I saw above a gate : whereat I said ; 
•' Master, their meaning fills my soul with pain." 

And he, as one, who quick my spirit read ; 
" Here all misgiving must ho left behind, 
All mean timidity must here be dead. 

Mow have we reach'd the place, my words design'd, 
Where thou shalt see the sorrowing tribes display'd, 
That God have lost, who only fills the mind." 

Then, after he in mine his hand had laid 

With a glad countenance, that cheer'd me so, 
Within the secret things he me convey'd. 
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Quivi sospiri, pianti, e alti guai 
Risonavan per 1' aer senza stelle, 
Per ch' io al cominciar ne lagrimai. 

Diverse lingue, orribilt favelle, 
Parole di dolore, accenti d' ira, 
Voci alte e fioche, e suon di man con elle, 

Facevano un tumulto, il qual a' aggira 
Sempre in quell' aria senza tempo tinta. 
Come la rena quando il turbo spira. 

Ed io, ch' avea d' orror la testa cinta, 
Dissi : Maestro, che e qnel ch' i' odo 1 
E che gente fe, die par nel duol b! vinta 1 

Ed egli a me : Questo misero modo 
Tengon 1' anime triste di coloro, 
Che visser senza infamia e senza lodo. 

Mischiate sono a quel cattivo coro 
Dcgli angeli che non furon ribelli, 
Ne fur fedeli a Dio, ma per se foro. 

Cacdarli i ciel per non esser men belli, 
Ne lo profondo inferno gli ricove, 
Chfe alcuna gloria i rei avrebbcr d' elli. 

Ed io : Maestro, che l: tanto greve 
A lor, che lamentar gli fa s\ forte 1 
IMspose : Dicerolti molto breve. 

Questi non hanno speranza di morte, 
E la lor cieca vita e tanto bassa, 
Che invidiosi son d' ogui altra sorte. 

Fama di loro il mondo csser non lassa, 
Misericordia e Giustizia gli sdegna : 
Non ragioniam di lor, ma guarda e passa. 
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There sighs, and moans, and loud bewailing woe, 
Resounded through the dim and starless haze ; 
The which constraint at first my tears to flow. 

Discordant tongues, speeches of horrid phrase, 
Words of distress, accents of anger sore, 
Shrill and hoarse voices, sound of hands with these. 

An uproar made, which gather'd more and more 
In that eternally dark-tinted air, 
Like to the sand, when whirlwinds sweep the shore. 

Then I, whose head a crown of horror hare, 

" Master, what sound is this, that strikes me," said, 
" Who they, that so by pain subdued appear 1 " 

And he to me ; " This mode forlorn and dread 
Sustain the wretched souls of those, who knew 
Nor praise, nor blame, in all the life they led. 

They are coramix'd with that bail angel crew, 
Who neither faith did break, nor yet maintain, 
Towards God, but kept themselves alone in view. 

The Heavens repell'd them quick, for fear of stain ; 
Nor docs the depth infernal such receive : 
For thence the wicked might some glory gaia" 

And I ; " Whence comes it, Master, that they grieve 
So sore, :is thus aloud to vent their throes 1" 
And he ; " In very brief I'll answer give. 

These have no hope of death, to end their woes ; 
And their purblinded life degrades them so, 
Lot any, but their own, they glad would choose. 

The world wills none their names should even know : 
Mercy and Justice pass them by, and spurn r 
Let's talk of them no more : just look, and go." 
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Ed io, che riguardai, vidi un' insegna, 
Che girando correva tanto ratta, 
Che d' ogni posa mi pareva indegna : 

E dietro le venla si liinga tratta 
Di gente, ch' io non averei creduto, 
Che morte tanta n' avesse disfatta. 

Poscia ch' io v' ebbi alcun riconosciuto, 
Guardai, e vidi 1' ombra di colui 
Clie fece per viltate il gran rifiuto. 

Incontanente inteai, e certo fui, 
Che queat' era la setta dei cattivi, 
A Dio spiacenti ed a' nemici sui. 

Questi sciaurati, che mai noil fur vivi, 
Erano ignudi e stimolati molto 
Da mosconi e da vespe ch' eran ivi. 

Elle rigavan lor di sangue it volto, 
Che mischiato di lagrime, a' lor piedi 
Da fastidiosi vermi era ricolto. 

E poi che a riguardare oltre mi diedi, 
Vidi gente alia riva d' un gran fiume : 
Perch' io dissi : Maestro, or mi concedi, 

Ch' io sappia quali Bono, e qual costume 
Le fa parer di trapaasar si pronte, 
Com' io discerno per lo fioco lume. 

Ed egli a me : Le cose tt fien conte, 
Quando noi fermerem li nostri passi 
Sulla trista riviera d' Acheronte. 

Alior con gli occhi vergognosi e bassi, 
Temendo no '1 mio dir gli fusse grave, 
Infino al fiume dal parlar mi trassi. 
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And, as I look'd, I saw an ensign borne, 
Which whirl'd with such rapidity amain, 
It seem'd all rest indignantly to scorn. 

And flocking came behind so long a train, 
I had not credited, so many unmade 
By Death in all his universal reign. 

Some having recogniz'd, whom I survey'd, 
I look'd, and saw his spirit, who declin'd 
Bright honour's post, and meanly sought the sliade. 

Then, straight, I knew, and felt assur'd in mind, 
This was the sect of caitiff souls, who ne'er 
Favour with God, nor with God's foes, could find. 

Those wretches, signs of life who never bare, 
Were naked ; and them fiercely on did goad 
Hornets and wasps, swarming innumerous there. 

These streak'd their faces o'er with trickling blood, 
Which at their feet, when with their tears eommix'd, 
Was gather'd by disgusting worms for food. 

Then, as mine eyes still further on I fix'd, 
People I saw a mighty river nigh ; 
Whereat I said ; " Master, my mind perplex'd 

Relieve : say, who arc these 1 and tell me, why 
So eagerly to gain the pass they run ; 
As by the light's faint glimmer I descry." 

And he to me ; " To thee shall this be known, 
What time our travell'd steps beside the stream 
Are stay'd of the distressful Acheron." 

With eyes cast down, speaking my sense of shame, 
With fear, lest further speech nught tedious grow, 
Silence I kept, 'till to the shore we came. 
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Ed ecco verso noi venir per nave 
Un veccliio bianco per antico pelo, 
Gridando : Guai a voi, anime prave ! 

Non isperate mai veder lo Cielo : 
P vegno per menarvi all' altra riva, 
Nolle tcnebrc eterne, in caldo e in gelo. 

E tu che sei cost\, anima viva, 
Partiti da cotesti, che son morti. 
Ma poi ch' ei vide, ch' io iion mi partiva, 

Disse : Per altre vie, per altri porti 
Verrai a piaggia, non qui, per passare : 
Piii lieve legno convien che ti porti. 

E il Duca a lui : Caron, non ti crucciare : 
Vuolsi cosl cola, dove si puote 
Cio che si vuole ; e piii non dimandare. 

Quinci fur quete le lanose gote 
Al nocchier della livida palude, 
Che intorno agli occhi avea di fiamme rote. 

Ma quell' anime, ch' eran laese e nude, 
Cangiar colore e dibattero i denti, 
liatto che inteser lc parole crude. 

Bestemmiavano Iddio e i lor parenti, 

L' umaua specie, il luogo, il tempo, e il seme 
Di lor semenza e di lor nascunenti. 

Poi si ritrasser tutte quante insieme, 
Forte piangendo, alia riva malvagia, 
Che attende ciascun uom, che Dio non temc. 

Caron dimonio, con occln di bragia 
Loro acceEnando, tutte Ie raccoglie ; 
Batte col remo qualunque s' adagia. 
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And, in a bark coining towards us, lo ! 
An aged man, his hair all white and old, 
Shouting ; " Ye wicked souls, to you be woe ! 

Despair, that ever ye shall Heaven behold : 
I come to lead you to the other shore, 
To ever-during dark, and heat, and cold. 

And thou, live spirit yonder, stay no more 

'Mongst these; quick get thee hence; for they are dead." 
But, when he saw me statkm'd, as before, 

" By other ways, by other ports," he said, 

" Not by this ferry, thou must gain the strand : 
It needs a lighter bark, to serve thy stead." 

To him the Guide ; " Charon, thy wrath command : 
Where Sovereign power enforces what it will, 
So it is will'd to be : no more demand." 

This said, the furry cheeks were instant still 
Of the grim steersman of the lurid lake, 
Whose eyeballs glar'd, as in a fiery whecL 

But those woe-worn unbodied souls 'gan shake, 

Their colour chang'd; they cliatter'd with their teeth; 
Soon as they heard the withering words he spake. 

God they blasphem'd, their parents, and the earth, 
The human kind, the place, tho time, the seed 
Of their conception, and disastrous birth, 

Then sore bemoaning, one and all, with speed 
They reach'd the shore accurs'd, the final goal, 
Where all, who fear not God, receive their meed. 

Charon, the fiend, whose eyes of red-hot coal 
Dire signal gave, collects them, great and small, 
And with his oar beats every lagging soul. 
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Come d' autunno si levan le foglie 

L' una appresso dell' altra, infin che il ramo 
Rendu alia terra tutte le sue spoglie ; 

Similemcnto il mal seme d' Adamo : 
Gittansi di quel lito ad una ad una, 
Per cenni, come augel per suo richiamo. 

Coai sen vanno su per 1' onda bruna, 
Ed avanti che sian di la disease, 
Ancho di qua nova schiera s' aduna. 

Figliuol mio, dissc il Maestro cortese, 
Quelli, che muoion nell' ira di Dio, 
Tutti convegnon qui d' ogni paese : 

E pronti sono a trapassar lo rio, 
Che la divina Giustizia li sprona 
SI, che la tema si volgo in dieio. 

Quinci non passa mai .mi ma. buona : 
E pert, se Caron di te si lagna, 
Ben puoi saper omai, che il suo dir suona. 

Finito questo, la buia campagna 
Trem6 si forte, che. dello spavento 
La mente di sudore ancor mi bagna. 

La terra lagrimosa diede vento, 
E balend d' una luce verrniglia. 
La qual mi vinse ciascun sentimento ; 

E caildi, come 1' uom, eui sonno piglia. 
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One after th' other, aa dislodge, and fall 

The leaves in autumn, by the rude winds stirr'd, 
'Till the reft branch to earth restores its all ; 

So this Adamick miscreated herd 

Cast thuui from that dread margin, one by one, 
By signs, as drops at his recall the bird. 

Thus o'er the water dusk their course they run ; 
And, ere they reach across, a fresh supply 
Forms in their place, to be transported on. 

" My son," observed the Master courteously, 

" Here meet from every land all they, who expire 
Under the wrath of Heaven's high Majesty : 

They yearn to make the passage ; for His ire 
And justice, stern pursuing, goads them so, 
Their very fearfulness becomes desire. 

Ne'er on this voyage does upright Spirit go : 
Wherefore, of thee if Charon thus complain, 
His words' intent thou readily may'st know." 

He ccas'd, when all around the dark champaign 
So strongly was convuls'd, that still my mind 
Quails at the thought, and melts in sweat again. 

The land of tears gave forth a blasting wind ; 

Whence lightnings flash'd, like vermeil red that glow'd ; 
All in a swoon my senses they confin'd : 

I fell, like one by sudden sleep subdued. 
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RUPPEMI 1' alto sonno nella testa 
Un grove tuono, si ch' io mi riscossi, 
Come persona che per forza e desta : 

E 1' occhio riposato intorno mossi, 
Dritto levato, e fiso riguardai 
Per conoscer lo loco dov' io fossi. 

Vero e, clie in su la proda mi trovai 
Delia valle d' abiaao dolorosa, 
Che tuono accoglie d' infiniti guai. 

Oscura, profouda era, e nebulosa, 

Tanto che, per ficcar lo viso al fondo, 
Io non vi disceraea veruna cosa. 

Or discendiam quaggiii nel cieco raondo, 
Incominci6 il Poeta tutto smorto : 
Io sar6 primo, e tu sarai socondo. 

Ed io, che del color mi fui accorto, 
Disai : Come verro, se tu paventi 
Che suoli al inio dubbiare esser conforto 1 

Ed egli a me : L' angoscia delle genti, 
Che son quaggiii, nel viso mi dipingo 
Quella pieta, clie tu per tema senti. 
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Broke the deep trance and slumber of my head 
A heavy thunder : quick myself I shook, 
Like one, by force awaken'd in his bed. 

And now, erect upon my feet, I took 
With rested eyes a calm survey around ; 
Seeking my whereabout with eager look. 

True is, I stood above the high-most mound 
Of the vast sink of woe, where meets the roar 
Concentrated of sorrows without bound. 

Dark, deep it was, and all beclouded o'er, 
So that I nothing could discern, although 
I strain'd my sight its bottom to explore. 

" Descend wc now into the world below, 
Of blindness," 'gan the Poet, turn'd to pale ; 
" I will be first, and second thou shalt go." 

Then I, who quick observ'd his colour fail, 
" How shall I come," replied, "if thou appear, 
My stay in every doubt, with dread to quail i" 

And he to me : " The anguish so severe 
Of those below does on my face portray 
That pity thou interpretest for fear. 
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Andiam, che la via lunga ne sospinge. 
Coal si misc, e cosl mi ft entrare 
Nel primo cerchio che V abisso cinge. 

Quivi, secondo che per ascoltare, 

Non avea pianto, ma' che di Bospiri, 
Che 1' aura eterna facevan tremare : 

E cid awenia di duol senza martin, 

Ch' avean le turbe, ch' eran molte e grandi, 
E d' infanti e di femmine e di viri. 

Lo buon Maestro a me : Tu non dimandi 
Che spiriti son questi, che tu vedi 1 
Or vo' clie sappi, innanzi che piu andi, 

Ch' ei non peccaro : e a' egli hanno mercedi, 
Non basta, perch' ei non ebber battesmo, 
Ch' e porta della Fede che tu credi :' , 

E, bo furon dinanzi al Cristianesmo, 
Non adorar debitamente Dio : 
E di questi cotai son io medesmo. 

Per tai difetti, e non per altro rio, 
Semo perduti, e sol di tanto offesi, 
Che senza speme vivemo in diaio. 

Gran duol mi prese al cuor, quando io intesi, 
Perocche gente di molto valore 
Conobbi, che in quel limbo eran sospesi. 

Dim mi, Maestro mio, dimmi, S ignore. 
Cominciai io, per voler esser certo 
Di quella fede che vince ogni errore : 

Uscinne mai alcuno, o per suo merto, 
0 per altrui, che poi fosse beato t 
E quei, che intese il mio parlar coverto, 
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Let's on ; for length of road forbids delay." 
He enter'd thus, and made me enter, Hell, 
At the first circle round the deepening way. 

Here, as by listening I could surest tell, 

None, but with smother'd sighs, were heard to plain, 
That stirr'd the timeless air with tremulous swell 

And this arose from no corporeal pain, 

But from the grief of crowds, collected there, 
Of infants, and of women, and of men. 

To me the Master kind : " Thou dost forbear 
To ask, what spirits are these ; before I lead 
Thee further, I would have thee know they ne'er 

Did sin ; and yet no meritorious deed 

Avails them ; for they lack'd Baptismal grace, 
The door of faith, according to thy creed. 

And if, before the Christian age we trace, 

They liv'd, then none did rightly God adore : 
And I myself among them have my place. 

For these defects found guilty, and no more, 
Undone we are ; to this sole grief coniin'd, 
Ever to wish, yet have no hope in store." 

This heard, huge sorrow seiz'd upon my mind : 
For well I knew that Limbo to contain 
" Suspended " souls, who honour'd once mankind. 

" Tell me, my Master, tell me," I began, 
Seeking yet further aidance to that creed, 
Which drives afar all error's vanquish'd train ; 

" Went ever, for his worth, or other's meed, 
Any from hence, that bliss did after taste V 
And he, who well my hidden sense could read, 
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Hispose : Io era nuovo in questo stato, 
Quando ci vidi venire un Possente 
Con segno di vittoria incoronato. 

Trasseci 1' ombra del Primo Parent*, 
D' Abet suo figlio, c qnalla di Noe, 
Di Moise Legista, e uhbidiente 

Abraam Patriarca, e David Re, 

Israel con suo padre, e co' suoi nati, 
E con Radicle, per cui tanto fe', 

Ed altri molti ; e fecegli beati : 

E vo' che sappi che, dinanzi ad essi, 
Spiriti umani non eran aalvati. 

Non lasciavam 1' andar, perch' ei dicessi, 
Ma passavam la selva tuttavia, 
La selva dico di spiriti spessi. 

Non era lungi ancor la nostra via 

Di qua dal eommo, quand' io vidi un foco, 
Cb' emisperio di tenebrc vincia. 

Di lungi v' eravamo ancora un poco, 

Ma non si, cb' io non discernessi in parte, 
Che orrevol gente possedea quel loco. 

0 tu, che onori ogni scicnza ed arte, 

Qnesti chi son, cb' hanno cotanta orranza, 
Che dal modo degli altri li diparte 1 

E quegli a me : L' onrata nominanza, 
Che di lor suona su nella tua vita, 
Grazia acquista net ciel che b\ gli avanza. 

Intanto voce fu per me udita : 
Onorate 1' altissimo Poeta ; 
L' ombra sua torna, ch' era dipartita. 
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Answer'd : " Myself was here but newly plac'd, 
When came a Puissant One before our view, 
With crowns of conquest gloriously grac'd. 

From us the shade of the First Sire he drew, 
Of his son Abel, and of righteous Noah, 
Of Moses lawgiver, and of Abraham, who, 

Patriarch, obey'd ; King David hence he bore, 
Israel, his father, soub, with his caress'd 
Eachel, for whom ho toil'd so long and sore ; 

And others many he took, and made them bless'd : 
But this know well, that previous to these 
No human spirits gain'd the Heavenly rest." 

Our journey, for his speaking, did not cease. 

We pass'd meanwhile theshades.who throng' d around , 
Thick in a wood as stand the clustering trees. 

Nor were we much beneath the topmost bound, 
When a flame luminous mine eyes could trace, 
Driving afar the ambient gloom profound. 

Remov'd from it we were some little space, 
Yet still I could in part discover well 
This was the region of an honour'd race. 

" 0 thou, whose praise all art and science tell, 
Say, who are these, of so great dignity, 
That, all unlike the rest, apart they dwell." 

And he to me : " Fame's loud applauding cry 
So in thy world proclaims them, as to acquire 
That grace in Heaven, which here uplifts them high." 

As thus he spake, a voice fell on mine ear — 
" Honour the most high Poet ; lo ! his shade, 
Which had departed from ub, now draws near." 
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Pioche la voce fii reatata e queta, 

Vidi quattro grand' ombre a noi venire : 
Sembianza avevan no trista nc Ueta. 

IjO buon Maestro cominci6 a dire : 
Mira colui con quelia spada in mano, 
Che vien dinanzi a' tre si come sire. 

Quegli e Omero poeta sovrano : 

L' ultra e Orazio satiro, che viene ; 
Ovidio e il terzo, e 1' ultimo e Lucano. 

Per6 olio ciascun meco si convieEe 
Nel nome, che son6 la voce sola ; 
Fannomi onore, e di ci6 fanno bene. 

Cosl vidi adunar la bella scuola 

Di quel signor dell' aitissimo canto, 
Che sovra gli altri, com' aquila, vola. 

Da ch' ebber ragionato insieme alquanto, 
Volaersi a me con salutevol cenno : 
E il mio Maestro sorrise di tanto. 

E piu d' onore ancora assai mi fenno, 
Ch' essi mi fecer della loro schiera, 
SI ch' io fui sesto tra cotanto senno. 

Coai n' andammo infino alia lumiera 
Parlando cose, che il tacere c bello, 
Si com' era il parlar cola dov' era. 

Venimmo al pie d' un nobOe castello, 
Sette volte cerchiato d' alte mura, 
Difeso intorno d' un bel fiumicello. 

Questo passammo come terra dura ; 
Per sette porte intrai con questi savi ; 
Giugnemmo in prato di fresca verdura. 
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After the voice paus'd silent, and was stay'd, 
Approaching us I four great shades did see : 
Their aspect neither grief, nor joy, betray' d. 

Then 'gan the Master kind his speech to me : 
" Observe him well, holding that falchion fast, 
Who comes, aa Lord, in front, before the three. 

'Tis Homer, Sovran poet unsurpass'd. 
Th' other is Horace, of satiric fame ; 
The third is Ovid : Lucan is the last. 

Since each ascrib'd to me that honour'd name, 
Winch all, in unison, did first recite, 
Their own renown they worthily proclaim." 

The beauteous college thus I saw unite 
Of that Lord paramount of loftiest stylo, 
Who soars above the rest with eagle's flight. 

Among themselves they parley held awhile ; 
Then towards me turn'd, with gratulating sign ; 
Whereat well pleas'd my Master deign'd to smile. 

And yet far greater honour now was mine : 
For me they added to their company, 
Chosen a sixth in wisdom's glorious line. 

Thus on we went to the light sliining high, 

Speaking of tilings, which silence now must claim, 
As then discourse was most in harmony. 

To a magnifick castle's base we came, 

With lofty walls, seven times impaling round; 
Its moat defensive was a gentle stream. 

With ease we travers'd it, as solid ground ; 

In with these sages through seven gates I went ; 
We reach' d a meadow, with fresh verdure crown'd. 
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Genti v' eran con oechi tardi o gravi, 
Di grandc autorita ne' lor sembianti : 
Parlavan rado, con voci soavi. 

Traemmoci cosl dail' un de' canti 
In luogo aperto, luminoso, ed alto, 
SI che veder si potean tutti quanti. 

Cola diritto, sopra il verde smalto, 
Mi fur mostrati gli spiriti magni, 
Ctie di vederli in me atesao m' esalto. 

lo vidi Elettra con molti cornpagni, 
Tra' quai conobbi cd Ettore, ed Enea, 
Cesare armato con gli occhi grifagni. 

Vidi Cammilla e la Pentesilea. 
Dall' altra parte vidi il re Latino, 
Che con Lavinia sua figlia sedea. 

Vide quel Bmto, che caccio Tarquino, 
Lucrezia, Julia, Marzia e Corniglia, 
E solo in parte vidi il Saladino. 

Poi che innalzai un poco piu le ciglia, 
Vidi il Maestro di color che sanno, 
Seder tra filosofici famiglia. 

Tutti lo miran, tutti onor gli fanno ; 
Quivi vid' io c Socrate e Platone, 
Che innanzi agli altri piii presso gli stanno. 

Democrito, che il mondo a caso pone, 
Diogenes, Anassagora e Tale, 
Empedocles, Eraclito e Zenone : 

E vidi il buono accoglitor del quale, 
Dioscoride dico : e vidi Orfeo, 
Tullio, e Livio, e Seneca morale : 



CANTO IV. 



People were there, with eyes of grave intent ; 

Their every look authority display'd : 

Rarely they spake ; and then, with sweet accent. 
Beholding them, a sideway turn we made, 

To an illumin'd, lofty, open spot, 

Whence all their persons could be well survey'd. 
There, full in view, upon th' enamell'd plot, 

To me were shown the mighty spirits of yore, 

Whom to have seen exalts my happy lot. 
I saw Electra, and with her many more ; 

jEneas, Hector, I distinguish'd clear ; 

Arm'd Csesar, with that hawk-ey'd look he woto. 
Penthesilia with Camilla near 

I saw ; and seated on the other side 

The Latian king with his Lavinia dear. 
Then Brutus, who the Tarquin chas'd, I spied ; 

Lucrece, Cornelia, Martia, Julia, too ; 

And tho great Saladin apart descried. 
Raising mine eyes somewhat for loftier view, 

I saw sit teaching with parental sway 

The Head o'er those, who know the good and true. 
On him all gaze ; honour to him all pay : 

Both Socrates I saw and Plato here, 

Who before others near his presence stay. 
Democritus, by chance who all would steer, 

Anaxagoras, Thaies, Diogenes, 

Empedocles, Heraclitus, appear, 
With Zeno, and with Dioscorides, 

Herbal collector ; then Orpheus' shade, 

And Tully's, Livy's, Seneca's ; with these 
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Euclide geometra, e Tolommeo, 
Ippocrate, Avicenna e Galieno, 
Averrois elie il gran comento feo. 

To non posso ritrar di tutti appieno ; 
Pert che si mi caccia il lungo tenia, 
Che molt* volte al fatto il dir vien meno. 

La sesta conipagnia in duo si scema : 
Per altra via mi mena il savio Duca 
Fuor della queta, nelT aura che trema ; 

E vengo in parte, ove non & che luca. 
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Euclid and Ptolemy I next survey'd, 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Avicen, 
Averrhoe's, who the great comment made. 

Of all to write in fall defies my pen : 
Urg'd by a theme so boundless, I avow, 
That oft my words come short of what I've seen. 

The company of six contracts by two : 
Me the wise Guide conducts another way 
From the calm air, to air that thrills with woe : 

I come, where nothing bright emits a ray. 
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Cosi discesi del cerchio primaio 

Giu nel Beeondo, che men loco cinghia, 

E tanto piii dolor, che pugne a guaio. 
Stawi Minoa orribilmente, e ringhia : 

Esamina le colpe nell' entrata, 

Giudica e manda, sccondo clie awinghia. 
Dico, che quaudo 1' anima mal nata 

Li vien dinanzi, tutta si confessa ; 

E quel conoscitor delle peccata 
Vede qual loco d' Inferno e da essa : 

Cignesi colla coda tante volte, 

Quantunquc gradi vuol ehc giu sia mcssa. 
Sempre dinanzi a hii no stanno molte : 

Vanno a vicenda ciascuna al giudizio ; 

Dicono e odono, e poi son giu volte. 
0 tu, che vieni al doloroao ospizio, 

Disse Minoa a me, quando mi vide, 

Laaciando 1' atto di cotanto ufizio, 
Guarda com' entri, e di cui tu ti fide : 

Non t' inganni 1' ampiezza dell' entrare. 

E il Duca mio a lui : Perche pur gride 1 
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Thus I descended from the first Hell-zone 

Down to the second, girt in narrower space ; 

Whence sharper pangs proportionately groan. 
There Minos horrid stands with snarling face, 

Examines, at the entry, every crime ; 

Judges, and sends, his loins as he may brace. 
I mean, that when the soul, born in ill time, 

Comes to his presence, it confesses all ; 

And he, that sin-inquisitor sublime, 
Sees its fit place in Hell, and with his tail 

Circles himself around as many a fold, 

As sinks the grade, to which that soul must fall. 
Ever before him numbers stand untold : 

Each, in its turn, for judgment draweth nigh ; 

They speak, they hear ; and then beneath are roll'd. 
" 0 thou, that com'st to pain's sad hostelry," 

Said Minos, seeing me, and laying aside 

The act judicial of his charge so high, 
" Mind how thou enter, and in whom confide : 

Distrust the widenesB of the entry-door." 

" And why, too, criest thou 1 " my Chief replied. 
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Non impedir lo suo fatale andare : 

Vuolsi cosl cola, dove si puote 

Ci6 che si vuole, e pid non dimandare. 
Ora incomincian le dolenti note 

A farmisi sentire : or son venuto 

La dove molto pianto mi percuote. 
Id venni in loco d' ogni luce muto, 

Che mugghia, come fa mar per tempesta, 

Se da contrari venti e combattutn. 
La bufera infernal, che mai non resta, 

Mena gli spirti con la sua rapina ; 

Voltando e percotendo li molesta. 
Quando giungon davanti alia ruina, 

Quivi le strida, il compianto e il lamento ; 

Bestemmian quivi la virtii Divina. 
Intesi, che a cosl fatto tormento 

Eran dannati i peccator carnali, 

Che la ragion sommettono al talcnto. 
E come gli stornci ne portan 1' ali, 

Nel frecldo tempo, a schiera larga e piena ; 

Cosl quel fiato gli spiriti mali 
Di qua, di la, di gift, di su gli mena.| j 

Nulla speranza gli conforta mai, 

Non che di posa, ma di miuor pena. 
E come i gru van cantando lor lai, 

Facendo in aer di se lunga riga ; 

Cosl vid' io venir, traendo guai, 
Ombre portato dalla dctta briga : 

Per ch' io dassi : Maestro, chi son quelle 

Genti, che 1' aer nero si gastiga! 
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" Stay not his fated course thy district o'er : 
Where Sovran power enforces what it will. 
So it is will'd to be : demand no more." 

Now the sad notes of grief, distinct and shrill, 
First strike upon my hearing : now I'm come, 
Where wailings manifold my senses thrill. 

'Twas to a place, where all was wrapp'd in gloom, 
Which bellows, like the wild tempestuous deep, 
When winds conflicting lash it into foam. 

Th' infernal hurricane, that knows no sleep, 
Propels the spirits with its ruinous force, 
Whirls, smites, torments them, in its reckless sweep. 

When in the front of the split rocks they course, 
'T is there they shriek, laments and moans they heave ; 
'Tis there the great Omnipotence they curse. 

I learn'd that such a castigation grave 

Carnal delinquents are condemn'd to share, 
Who reason to the power of lust enslave. 

And as their wings, in the cold winter drear, 

Transport the starlings, rang'd in wide-spread train. 
So that rude blast these spirits, here and there, 

Upward and downward, carries all amain : 
No soothing hope is theirs, in all their days, 
Of respite sweet ; no, nor of lessen'd pain. 

And, as the cranes go chaunting their sad lays, 
Streaking themselves full length athwart the sky ; 
So I beheld, while wailings loud they raise, 

Shades, drifted by the gusty conflict, fly : 

Then said I : " Master, who are those, unfold, 
Whom the black air torments so furiously i" 
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La prima di color, di cui novelle 

Tu vuoi saper, mi disse quegli allotta, 
Fu imperatrice di molte favelle. 

A vizio di lussuria fu b\ rotta, 
Clio libito fe' licito in sua legge 
Per torre il biasmo, in clie era condotta. 

Ell' e Semiramis, di cui si legge, 

Che succedette a Nino, e fu sua eposa : 
Tenne la terra, clie il Soldan corregge. 

L' altra h colei, cbe s' ancise amorosa, 
E ruppe fede al cener di Sicheo j 
Poi e Clcopatras lussuriosa. 

Elena vidi, per cui tanto reo 

Tempo si volse ; e vidi il graude Acbille, 
Che con amore al fine combatteo. 

"Vidi Paris, Tristano ; e piu di mille 
Ombre roostrommi, c nominollc a dito, 
Ch' amor di nostra vita dipartille. 

Poscia ch' io ebbi il mio Dottore udito 
Nomar le domie antiche e i cavalieri, 
Pieta mi vinse, e fui quasi smarrito. 

lo cominciai : Poeta, volentieri 

Parlerei a que' duo, che insieme vanno, 
E paion si al vento esser leggicri. 

Ed egli a me : Vedrai, quando saranno 
Piu presso a noi ; e tu allor li prega 
Per quell' amor elm i mena ; e quei verranno. 

Si tosto come il vento a noi li piega, 
Muovo la voce : 0 anime affannate, 
Venite a noi parlar, s' altri noi niega. 
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Thereto said he : " Of all thou dost behold, 

And seekest to obtain intelligence, 

The first o'er many tongues did Empire hold ; 
To vice luxurious she was so prepense, 

That lusting to be legal she decreed, 

To slur and justify her own offence. 
Semiramis her name ; of whom we read, 

She held the land, now by the Soldan sway'd. 

As wife to Ninus, whom she did succeed. 
Th' other is she, that amorous, who betrayed 

Sichams dead, and then wrought suicide ; 

Next is the sensual Cleopatra's shade." 
Helen I saw, the guilty cause, as bride, 

Of such long ills ; the great Achilles, too, 

Who, to the last, battled for love, and died. 
Paris, Tristan, he pointing made me know, 

And more than thousand shades, and gaveeach name; 

All reft of life, through love's infuriate glow. 
Now, after I had heard my Guide proclaim 

These knights of olden time, and ladies fair, 

Pity almost my wildering sense o'ercame. 
" Fain, Poet, would I speak to yonder pair," 

So I began, " who join in union dear, 

And seem so light to skim the turbid air." 
And ho to me : " When they approach more near, 

This thou shalt see ; then pray them both to stay. 

Pleading their mutual love : and they'll come here." 
Soon as the wind blows them, transverse, our way, 

My voice I raise ; " Oh, come, ye souls distress'd, 

Come, speak to us, if none above gainsay." 
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Quali colombe, dal disio chiamate, 

Con !' ali aperte e ferme al dolce nido 
Volan per 1' aer dal voler portate : 

Cotiili uscir della schiera ov' 6 Dido, 
A noi venendo per 1' aer maligno, 
SI forte fu 1' affettuoso grido. 

O animal grazioso e benigno, 

Che visitando vai per 1' aer pereo 

Noi cho tignemmo il mondo di sanguigno : 

Se fosse amico il He dell' univerao, 
Noi pregheremmo lui per la tua pace, 
Poi che hai pieta del nostro mal perverse 

Di quel che udire e che parlar ti piace 
Noi udiremo e parleremo a vui, 
Mentreche il vento, come fa, si tace. 

Hiede la terra, dove nata fui, 

Su la marina dove il Po discende 
Per aver pace co' seguaci sui. 

Amor, che al cor gentil ratto s' apprende, 
Preae costui della bella persona 
Clie mi fu toUa, e il modo ancor m' offende. 

Amor, che a nullo amato amar perdona, 
Mi prese del costui piacer si forte, 
Che, come vedi, ancor nnn m' abbandona. 

Araor condusse noi ad una morte : 
Caina attende chi 'n vita ci Bpensc. 
Queste parole do lor ci fur porte. 

Da che io intesi quelle animo offense, 
Chinai il viso, o tanto il tenni basso, 
Finche il Poeta mi disse : Che pense 1 
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As through the air doves to the cherish'd nest, 
With wings firm set and wide expanded, fly, 
By loving instinct borne along, and press'd ; 

So forth came these from Dido's company, 

Speeding their way through the dun air malign ; 
So potent spake the tender loving cry. 

" 0 ! creature, condescending and benign, 
That goest through the black empurpled air, 
Visiting us, who th' earth with blood did stain, 

Were the world's King our friend, to Him our prayer 
We would direct, and ask of Him thy peace, 
Since in our ill perverse thou so dost share. 

What to your ears, or speech, may chiefly please, 
That will we hear, that wilt we speak with you, 
While yet the hurricane, as now, may cease. 

On the sea-side, where the descending Po 

Seeks with his tribute streams old ocean's rest, 
There was the place, where first my breath I drew. 

Love, that on noble hearts is quick impress'd, 
Seia'd this one, for my beauteous person's sake ; 
Torn from me so, it rankles still my breast. 

Love, that denial of none lov'd will take, 

Seiz'd me with joy in him, so strong and dear, 
That, as thou seest, it ne'er can me forsake. 

Love led us to one death : our murderer 
Hell waits for, in Caina's lowest bed." 
Such were the words, from them to us brought near. 

After I heard these anguish'd souls, my head 
Downward I cast, and all dejected was, 
UntD " Of what dost think 1 " the Poet said. 
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Quando risposi, comiiiciai : 0 lasso ! 
Quanti dolci pensier, quanto disio 
Mend costoro al doloroBO passo ! 

Poi mi rivolsi a loro, e parlai io, 

E cominciai : Francesca, i tuoi martiri 
A lagrimar mi fanno tristo e pio. 

Ma dimmi : al tempo de' dolci sospiri, 
A che, e come concedette amore, 
Che conosceste i dubbiosi desiri 1 

Ed ella a me : Nessun maggior dolore, 
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria ; e ci6 sa il tuo dottore. 

Ma se a conoscer la prima radice 

Del nostra amor tu hai cotanto affetto, 
Far6 come colui che piange e dice. 

Xoi leggevamo im giorno per diletto 
Di Lancillotto, come amor lo strinse : 
Soli eravamo e senza alcun sospetto. 

Per piu fiate gli occhi ci sospinse 
Quella lettura, e scolorocci il viso : 
Ma solo im punto fu quel ehe ci vinse. 

Quando leggemmo il disiato riso 
Esser baciato da cotanto amante, 
Questi, che mai da me non fia diviso, 

La bocca mi bacio tutto tremante : . - 
Galeotto fu il libro, e chi lo scrisse : 
Quel giorno piu non vi leggemmo avantc. 

Mentre che 1' uno spirto questo disse, 
L' altro piangeva si, che di pietade 
Io venni men cosi com' io morisse ; 

E caddi, come corpo morto cade. ^ 
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At length I answer'd, and began ; " Alas ! 

What thoughts how sweet, what raptures of desire, 
Allur'd them to the fatal final pass ! " 

Toward them again I tunx'd, with wish to inquire, 
And thus began : " Francesca, thy sad throes 
Constrain my tears, and holy grief inspire. 

But tell me, when the amorous sighs first rose, 
What was the sign and way, by which fond love, 
The wish, to each unknown, did butc disclose 1 " 

Then she to me : " No pain can greater prove, 
Than the remembrance of past joys to wake, 
When suffering : this thy Teacher will approve. 

But, if the germ, whence our young love did break, 
Such be thy strong desire from us to hear, 
I'll do as they, who weep, and weeping speak. 

Reading we were, one day, for pastime dear, 
Of Lancelot, how love liim prisoner bound ; 
We were alone, and no suspicion near : 

Full oft that reading did our thoughts confound, 
Our eyes make meet, our faces change their hue ; 
But 'twas a single point, that fis'd the wound. 

For, as we read how by this lover true 

Was kiss'd the dimpling smile, desir'd before, 
This, who shall ne'er be parted from my view, 

Kiss'd me upon the mouth, trembling all o'er. 
Galeotto was the book ; the writer, too : 
In it, that day, we further read no more." 

The whiles this said one spirit, th' other so 

Wept, that heart-struck with pity's tender force, 
I swoon'd, as if in life's expiring throe, 

And fell, as falls upon the earth a corse. 
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Al toraar della raente, clie si cliiuse 
Dinanzi alia pieta de' duo cognati, 
Che di tristiaia tutto mi confuse, 

Nuovi tonnenti e nuovi tormentati 

Mi veggio iiitorno, come ch' io mi muova, 
E come ch' io mi volga, e ch' io mi guati. 

Io sono al terzo cerchio della piova 
Eterna, maledetta, fredda e greve : 
Regola e quality mai non 1' b nova. 

Grandinc grossa, e acqua tinta, e neve 
Per 1' aer tenebroso si riversa : 
Pute la terra che queato riceve. 

Cerbero, fiera crudele e diversa, 
Con tre gole caninamente latra 
Sovra la gente che quivi fc eomniersa. 

Cli occhi ha vermigli, e la barba unta ed atra, 
E il ventre largo, e unghiate le mani ; 
Graffia gli spirti, gli scuoia, ed isquatra, 

Urlar gli fa la pioggia come cani : 

Dell' un de' lati fanno all' altro schermo ; 
Volgonsi spesso i miseri profani. 
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My sense returning, which had inward shrunk 
Before the sufferings of the kindred pair, 
That all my soul had so confus'd and sunk, 

New tortures and new tortur'd shades appear 
Around, in front of me, where'er I gaze, 
Or to whatever point myself I bear. 

Now am I in the third encircling maze 
Of the eternal, curst, cold, heavy rain, 
Ever unchang'd in all its kind, and ways. 

Thick hail, and water foul, and snow amain, 
It rolls, outpouring through the murky air : 
Stinks all the ground, where falls the putrid bane. 

Cerberus, a strange fierce monster, in his lab- 
Keeps barking dog-like, with three throats uprear'd 
Over the people, who \w. weltering IIhtc. 

Red are his eyes, greasy and black his beard, 
His paunch dilated, sharply hook'd his claws, 
He seizes, skins, and mauls the prostrate herd. 

A howling, as of dogs, the deluge draws 

From the curst wretches ; oft they change one side 
Th' other to screen, and gain a moment's pause. 
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Quando ci acorse Cerbero, il grail vermo, 
Le bocche aperse, e mostrocci le sanne : 
Son avea membro che tcnesae fermo. 

E il Duca mio distese le sue sparine ; 
Prese la terra, e con piene le pugna 
La gittd dentro alle bramose canne. 

Qual e quel cane che abbaiando agugna, 
E si racqucta poi che il pasto morde, 
Che solo a divorarlo intende e pugna ; 

Cotai si fecer quelle facce lorde 

Dello demonio Cerbero che introna 
L' anime si, ch' esser vorrebber sorde. 

Noi passavam su per 1' ombre, die adona 
La grave pioggia, e ponevam le piante 
Sopra lor vanita, che par persona. 

Elle giacean per terra tutte quante, 
Fuor d' una che a seder si levfc, ratto 
Ch' ella ci vide pasaarsi davante. 

0 tu, che se' per questo inferno tratto, 
Mi disse, riconoscinii, se sai : 
Tu fosti, prima ch' io disfatto, fatto. 

Ed io a lei : L' angoscia che tu hai 
Fotsc ti tira fuor della rnia mente, 
Si che non par ch' io ti vedessi mai. 

Ma dimmi chi tu Be', che in si dolente 
Luogo se' messa, ed a si fatta pena, 
Che s' attra e maggior, nulla e si spiacente. 

Ed egli a me : La tua citta, ch' e piena 
D' invidia si, che gia trabocca il sacco, 
Seco mi tenne in la vita serena. 
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The big worm Cerberus, when he us espied, 
Open'd his mouths, showing each tusky jaw ; 
Not without quivering could a limb abide. 

My Guide with palms dispread, when this he saw, 
Took of the filthy earth, and cast it down, 
From either fist, the brute's voracious maw. 

As the dog barking craves his meat, but soon, 
The food once tasted, lays all fury by, 
Tugging and fighting only at the bone ; 

So the foul faces calm'd were speedily 

Of the fiend Cerberus, whose thundering roar 
So stuns the souls, that deaf they fain would be. 

We pass'd the rain-tormented spectres o'er, 
And plac'd our soles their vacancy upon, 
Which semblance of a real body wore. 

All on the earth were lying, except one, 

Who, when he saw us come in front, his head 
Quick lifted, and he sat him up anon, 

" 0 ! thou," he said, " through this dark Hell convey'd, 
Declare, if able, that thou me dost know ; 
For thou wast made, before I was unmade." 

And I to him : " The anguish of thy woe, 
May all remembrance of thee so remove, 
As thaugli I never saw thee, until now. 

But, tell me who thou art, condemn'd above 
To such a place so sad, and such a grief, 
That, though some greater, none as noisome prove." 

And he to mo : " Thy city, where so rife 
Is envy, that e'en now the sack runs o'er, 
Me cherish'd in the clear serene of life. 
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Voi, cittadini, mi chiamaate Ciacco : 
Per la dannosa colpa della gola, 
Come tu vedi, alia pioggia mi fiacco ; 

Ed io anima trista non son sola, 

Chi tutte queste a simil pena starmo 
Per simil colpa : e piii non fe' parola. 

lo gli risposi: Ciacco, il tuo affanno 
Mi pesa si, ch' a lagrimar m' invita : 
Ma dimmi, se tu sai, a che verranno 

Li cittadin della citta partita : 

S' alcun v' c giuato : e dimmi la cagione, 
Perchc 1' ha tanta discordia assalitn. 

Ed egli a me : Dopo lunga tenzone 

Vftrranno al aangue, e la parte selvaggia 
Caccera 1' altra con molta ofiensione. 

Poi appresso convien die questa caggia 
Infra tre soli, e che 1' altra sormonti 
Con la forza di tal, che teste piaggia. 

Alto terri lungo tempo le fronti, 
Tenendo 1' al tra sotto gravi pesi, 
Come che di ci6 pianga, e che ne adonti. 

Giusti son duo, ma non vi sono intesi : 
Superbia, invidia ed avarizia eono 
Le tre faville ch' hanno i cuori accesi. 

Qui pose fine al lacrimabil suono. 

Ed io a lui : Ancor vo' che m' insegni, 
E che di piu parlar mi facci dono. 

Farinata e il Tegghiaio, che fur si degni, 
Jacopo Rusticucci, Arrigo e il Moaca, 
E gli altri, che a ben far poser gl' ingegni, 



CANTO VI. 



30 



The name— you burghers gave it — of Ciacco I bore. 
Here for the damning sin of gluttony 
Thou seest me pine beneath the drenching shower. 

In solitude, sad soul, I do not lie ; 

All these around like punishments consume 
For the like fault : " he ended his reply. 

"(Jiacco," I answer'd, "thine heart-rending doom, 
Moves me to tears, so sore I feel its weight : 
But say, if able, to what lengths will come 

The citizens of the distracted State 1 

Is there one just yet left 1 and wherefore, pray, 
Discord so angry has besieg'd their gate 1" 

And he to me : " They'll struggle long for sway, 
Then come to blood, and the wild-woodland band 
Th' other with grievous hurt shall drive away. 

Then, ere three years shall have o'erpass'd the land, 
This must succumb, and th' other side surmount, 
Through him, who now, to truckle, is at hand. 

Long will it elevate the lordly front, 

And galling burdens make its rival feel, 
Howe'er he weep, and gnash, on such account. 

Just there are two ; but vain is their appeal : 
Pride, envy, avarice are the triple brand, 
Flaming all hearts against their country's weal." 

His lamentable speech he here did end. 
And I to him : " Fain would I further know, 
And pray thee more of thy discourse to lend. 

Farinata, Tegghiaio, men so truo, 
Arrigo, Kusticucci, Mosca, as well, 
Who set their minds right noble deeds to do, 
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Dimmi ove sono, e fa ch' io li conosca ; 
Che gran desio mi stringe di sapere, 
Se il Ciel gli addolcia o 1' Inferno gli attosca. 

E quegli : Ei son tra lc anime piii nere ; 
Diversa colpa giii gli aggrava al fondo : 
Se tanto scendi, gli potrai vedere. 

Ma so tu torai mai nel dolco mondo, 
Pregoti che alia mcnte altrui mi rechi : 
Piii non ti dico, o piii non ti riapondo. 

Gli diritti occhi torso allora in biechi : 

Guardommi un poco ; e poi chind la testa : 
Cadde con essa a par degli altri ciechi. 

E il Duea disse a ine : Piii npn si desta 
Di qua dal suon dell' angelica tromba, 
Quando verra la nimica pcwiesta : 

Ciascun ritrovera la trista tomba, 
Ripiglieri sua carne e sua figura, 
Udira quel che in eterno rirabomba. 

Si trapassammo per sozza mistura 

Dell' ombre e delbi pioggia, a passi lenti, 
Toccando un poco la vita futura : 

Perch' io dissi : Maestro, csti tormenti 
Cresceranno ci dopo la gran sentenza, 
O fien minori, o saran si cocenti t 

Ed egli a me : Ritorna a tua scienza, 
Che vuol, quanto la cosa e piii perfetta, 
Piii senta il bene, e cost la doglienza. 

Tuttoche questa gente maledetta 

In vera perfezion giammai non vada, 
Di la, piu che di qua, essere aspetta. 
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Where are they, and the way to know them, tell : 
For longing is my wish to ascertain, 
Whether they joy in Heaven, or pine in Hell." 

Then he ; " With souls the blackest they remain : 
A different sin down drags them low to lie : 
There thou may'at see them, if such depth thou gain. 

Should the sweet world once more salute thine eye, 
I pray thee, others there of me remind : 
No more I tell thee, and no more reply." 

His eyes, before fix'd straight, he squint inclinM ; 
Scann'd mo a moment ; and then bow'd his head ; 
And so he dropp'd, grown, like the others, blind. 

" He wakes no more," to me the Leader said, 
" Till, at the Angel's trumpet sound, shall come 
Th' antagonistic Power to judge the dead. 

Each shall revisit then the dismal tomb, 
His figure and his flesh shall new invest, 
Shall hear for ever his re-echoing doom." 

Thus through the foul commixture slow we press'd 
Of spectres, and of rain ; and, as we went, 
Briefly of th' after life our thoughts expreBs'd. 

Wherefore I said ; " Master, this punishment, 
Pass'd the great Sentence, will it fiercer burn i 
Or rather find some less, or cooler, vent 1 " 

And he : " To thy Philosophy return : 

As grows a thing more perfect — such her lore — 
Pleasure, or pain, it must the more discern. 

Although this tribe accurs'd can never more 
Come to attain what's truly excellent, 
They'll be more perfect after, than before." 
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Noi aggirammo a tondo quella strada, 
Parlando piii assai c.h' io noli ridieo : 
Venimmo al punto dove si digrada : 

Quivi trovammo Pluto il gran nemico. 
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Our winding course along that path we bent, 
Discoursing much, beyond what I repeat : 
We reach'd the verge, whence slopes thenext descent ; 

There Plutus, the great Enemy, we met. 
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Pape Satan, pape Satan aleppe, 
Comincio Pluto colla voce ciiioccia : 
E quel Savio gentil, che tutto seppe, 

Disse per confortarmi : Son ti noccia 
La tua paura, che, poder c!i' egli abbia, 
Non ci terra lo scender qiiesta roccia. 

Poi si rivolse a quel la enfiata Iabbia, 
E disse : Taci, maledetto lupo : 
Consuma dentro te con la tua rablna. 

Non e senza cagion 1' andare al cupo : 
Vuulsi cosi nell' alto, ove Michele 
Fe' la vendetta del superbo strupo. 

Quali dal vento le gonfiate vele 

Caggiono avvolte, poicho i' alber fiacca ; 
Tal cadde a terra la fiera crudele. 

Coal sccndemmo nclla quarta lacca, 
Prendendo piii della dolente ripa, 
Uhe il mal dell' universo tutto inaacca. 

Ahi giustizia di Dio ! tante chi stipa 

Nuove travaglie e pene, quante io viddi * 
E perche nostra colpa si ne scipa! 
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" Papb Satin, pape Satan, aleph ! " 

'Gan Plutus with a clucking voice to cry ; 
And he, who knew it all, that kindly Chief, 

Promptly exclaim'd, my mind to fortify : 

" Let not thy fear thee harm : whate'er his sway, 
This rock's descent he shall not us deny." 

Then to that high-blown cheek he turn'd straitway. 
And said : " Curst wolf, lie still ; within thee hide 
Thy venom'd spite, and in thy rage decay. 

Our journey down the deep is justified : 
So is it will'd above, where Michael 
Aveng'd the rebel and adulterous pride." 

As canvas, straining with the stormy swell, 

Falls down convolv'd, when splits the yielding mast ; 
So to the ground the rabid monster fell. 

Into the fourth decline 'twas thus we pass'd, 
Still gaining on the lamentable shore, 
That hoards all evil in its concave vast. 

All, Justice of the Lord ! Who piles such store 
Of many pangs and new, I witnesa'd herel 
And wherefore does our guilt thus maim us sore 1 

F 
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Come fa 1' onda la sovra Cariddi, 

Cho si frange con quella in cui a' intoppa ; 
Cos) convien che qui la gcnte riddi. 

Qui vidi gente piu che altrove troppa, 
E d' una parte e d' altra, con grand urli, 
Voltando pesi per forza di poppa : 

Pi ■ ra > tii vansi incontro, e poscia pur b" 
Si rivolgea ciascun, voltando a retro, 
Gridando : Perche ticni i e pcrchc burli 1 

Cos'i tornavan per lo cerchio tctro/f 
Da ogni mano all' oppoaito punto, 
Gridando aempre in loro ontoso metro. 

Poi si volgea ciascun, quand' era giunto, 
Per lo suo mezzo cerchio, all' altTa giostra. 
Ed io che avea lo cor quasi compunto, 

Dissi : Maestro mio, or mi dimostra 

Che gente b questa ; e se tutti fur cherci 
Questi chercuti alia sinistra nostra. 

Ed egli a me : Tutti quanti fur guerci 
Si della mento in la vita primaia, 
Che con misura nullo spendio ferci. 

Assai la voce lor chiaro 1' abbaia, 

Quando vengono a' duo punti del cerchio, 
Ove colpa contraria li dispaia. 

Questi fur Cherci, che non ban coperchio 
Piloso al capote PaJ>i e Cardinali, 
In cui usa avarizia il suo soperchio. 

Ed io : Maestro, tra questi cotali 
■Dovrei io ben reconoscere alcuni, 

- Che furo immondi di cotesti mali. 
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As o'er Charybdis waves their proud crests rear, 
Then break against each other, as they meet, 
So here in counter-dance the shades appear. 

Here saw I numbers more than elsewhere great, 
Who shov'd from either side, with howls and pain, 
By labouring strength of chest, the stony weight. 

Tliey dash'd against each other ; then again, 

Iiecoiling from the shock, each fcurn'd its course, 
Bawling : " Why cast away ! " and, " Why retain ? " 

Thus, all, propelling the huge mass by force. 
Travers'd the semi-circle to the end, 
Yelling incessant their reproachful verse ; 

Then wheel'd about, and, at the mid-way bend, 
Turning towards the other list they speed : 
And I, as one, whose heart sharp grief did rend : 

" My Master, what are these, inform me," said ; 
" And if all those, upon our left deploy'd, 
Were Clerics, who display the tonsur'd head." 

And he : " All these of reason so devoid 

Were in the first life, that with measure right 
They never knew their spending to divide : 

This clear is told by their loud bark and fight, 
Oft as they jostle at th' half-circle's bound, 
Where the contrariant sins them disunite. 

These all were Priests, whose scalps remain uncrown'd, 
With them are Popes and Cardinals, of old, 
In whom th' excess of avarice is found." 

And I : " My Master, among such a fold 
Some spirits, sure, I well might recognize, 
Who were begrim'd with this foul love of gold." 
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Ed cgli a mo : Vani pensieri aduni : 
La sconoscente vita, che i fe' sozzi, 
Ad ogni conoscenza or ]i fa bnini. 

In eterno verranno agli due cozzi : 
Questi risurgeranno del sepulcro 
Col ptigno chiuBo, e questi co' crin mozzi. 

Mai dare, e mal teller lo mondo pulcro 
Ha tolto loro, e posti a questa zuffa : 
Qual ella sia, parole non ci appulcro. 

Or puoi, figliuol, veder la corta buffa 
De' ben, che son commessi alia Fortuna, 
Per che 1' umana gente si rabbuffa. 

Che tutto I' oro, eh' c sotto la lima, 
E che gia fu, di queste anime stanche 
Non poterebbe fame posar una. 

Maestro, dissi lui, or mi di' anche : 
Quests Fortuna, di che tu mi tocche, 
Che e, che i ben del mondo ha si tra branche 1 

E quegli a me : 0 creature sciocche, 

Quanta ignoranza e quella che vi offende ! 
Or vo' che tu mia sentenza ne imbocche. 

Colui, lo cui saver tutto trascende, 
Fece li cieli, o die lor chi conduce, 
SI ch' ogni parte ad ogni parte splende, 

Distribuendo ugualmente la luce : 
Similemente agli splendor mondani 
Ordin6 general ministra e duce, 

Che permutasse a tempo li ben vani, 

Di gente in gente, e d' uno in altro sangue, 
Oltre la difension de' senni umani ; 
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And he to me : " Thou vainly dost devise : 
The sottish life, that so deform'd them there, 
Is now from recognition their disguise. 

They shall for ever in this shock and jar 
Go butting, and shall rise at the last Day, 
These with clench'd fist, and these despoil'd of hair. 

Hoarding and waste from them has snatched away 
The world's fair heritage, and in this fight 
Fix'd them : nor need I more their strife portray. 

Son, thou canst now discern tho brief deceit 
Of the vain goods, consign'd to Fortune's will, 
For which men scuffle with intestine spite. 

For all the gold, that was, that is now still, 
Beneath the moon, could never with repose 
One single of these wearied spirits fill." 

"Master," I Baid, "what is she, pray, disclose — 
This Fortune, unto which thy words allude, 
Who worldly goods so clutches, and bestows?" 

Then he : "0 creatures, deep with folly imbued, 
. What spells of ignorance your minds enthrall ! 
Listen, and take my speech as children's food. 

He, whose liigh wisdom far surpasses all, 
The heavens created, and to them, as guide, 
Gave the Angelic powers ; that fight might fall 

Equal on every sphere, at proper tide : 
An Agent He ordain'd, with like intent, 
To rule tho worldly splendours, and divide ; 

That earth's vain goods, by this arbitrement, 

From realm to realm, from kin to kin, might pass ; 
Nor human wit be able to prevent. 
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Perch' una gente iinpera, e 1' altra langue. 
Seguendo lo giudicio di costci, 
Che e occulto, come in erba V anguc. 

Vostro saver non ha contrasto a lei : 
Ella provvede, giudica, e persegue 
Suo regno, come il loro gli altri Dei. 

Le sue permutazion non hanno triegue : 
Xecessita la fa esser veloce ; 
Si spesso vien chi vicenda consegue. 

Quest' e eolei, ch' e tanto posta in croce 
Pur da color, die le dovrian dar lode, 
Dandole biasmo a torto e mala voce. 

Ma ella s' c beata, e cio non ode : 
Con 1' altre prime creature lieta 
Volve sua spera, e beata si gode. 

Or discendiamo omai a maggior pieta. 
Gia ogni stella cade, che saliva 
Quando mi mossi, e il troppo star si vieta. 

Xoi ricidemmo il cerchio all' altra riva 
Sovr' una fonte, che bolle, e riversa 
Per un fossato che da lei diriva. 

L' acqua era buia raolto piu die persa : 
E noi, in compagnia dell' onde bige, 
Entrammo giii per una via diversa. 

Una palude fa, che ha nome Stige, 
Questo tristo ruscel, quando e disceso 
Al pie delle maligne piagge grige. 

Ed io, che a rimirar mi stava inteso, 
Vidi gente fangose in quel pantano, 
Ignude tutte, e con sembiante offeso. 
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'Tis hence, that risea into power one race, 
Declines another ; following close her mind, 
Who works conceal' d, like serpent in the grass. 

Your wisdom is no match her power to bind : 
She frames, enacts, and executes her laws, 
As th' other gods perform their tasks assign'd. 

Her transfers never know what 'tis to pause ; 
Necessity accelerates her pace ; 
So frequent comes what some new change must cause. 

This, this is she, expos'd to such disgrace, 
Ay, and by those, who censure her amiss, 
Whom duty rather calls to sound her praise. 

Yet is she Blessed still, nor heareth this : 

With th' other Primal Creatures, fresh and gay, 
She rolls her orb, and joys in all her bliss. 

But down to greater woes let's bend our way : 

Each star, when I came forth, that mounting shone, 
Now falls, and time forbids protracted stay." 

To gain the other bank we cross'd the zone, 
Fast by a fount, whose waters boiling flow, 
And, through a cleft they make, beneath are thrown. 

No purple e'er display'd like darksome show ; 
Accompanying close the sable stream, 
By a strange path we found our way below. 

Into a pool, of Styx that bears the name, 
Spreads tliis sad rivulet, in its descent 
When reach'd the grey malignant shore extreme. 

Then I, on gazing round mo full intent, 
In the lew swamp a mudded people saw, 
All naked, looking chaf'd, and violent. 
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Questi si percotcan non pur con mano, 
Ma con la testa, e col petto, e co' piedi, 
Troncandosi coi denti a brano a brano. 

Lo bnon Maestro disse : Figlio, or vedi 
L' anime di color cui vinse 1' ira : 
Ed anche vo' che tu per certo credi, 

Che sotto 1' acqua ha gente che sospira, 
E fanno pullular quest' acqua al summo, 
Come 1' occhio ti dice u' che s' aggira. 

Fitti nel limo dicon : Tristi fummo 
Nell' aer dolce che dal Sol s' allegra, 
Portando dentro accidioso fummo : 

Or ci attristiam nella belletta negra. 
Quest' inno si gorgoglian nella strozza, 
Che dir nol posson con parola integra. 

Cod giranuno delta lorda pozza 

Grand' arco, tra la ripa secca e il mezzo, 
Con gli occhi volti a chi del fango ingozza. 

Venimmo al pife d' una torre al dassezzo. 
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One th' other smote, and, as I marked with awe, 
With hands not only, but feet, chest, and head ; 
And one the other bit piece-meal, and raw : 

" Son, now behold," the gentle Master said, 

" The souls of those, whom anger has subdued : 
And I would have thee sure believe, this bed 

Beneath the water holds a multitude, 

Who sobbing raise those bubbles in the air, 
Thine eye reports o'er all the peopled flood. 

FLx'd in the muck, they say : ' Gloomy we were 
Once in th' all-cheeriEg Sun's delicious clime, 
Harbouring the slow dull fumes of spleen and care : 

Gloomy we now lie in this inky slime.' 
Powerless to speak, articulating clear, 
They gurgle in the throat this dismal chime." 

A circuit large thus of the filthy mere, 

'Twixt the dry bank and rotting bog we made, 
Still looking where the gorg'd with mud appear : 

Beneath a tower our feet at last we stay'd. 
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Io dico seguitando, ch' assai prima 
Che noi fitssimo al pie dell' alta torre, 
Gli occhi nostri n' anddr suso alia cima, 

Per duo fiamnictte che vedemmo porre, 
E un' altra da lungi render cenno, 
Tanto, che a pena il potea 1' occhio torre. 

Ed io, rivolto al mar di tutto il senno, 
Dissi : Questo che dice ! e che riaponde 
Quell' altro foco 1 e chi son quei che il fenno ? 

Ed egli a me : Su per le eucide onde 
Gia scorger puoi quello che s' aspetta, 
Se il furamo del pantan nol ti nasconde. 

Corda non pinse mai da se saetta, 
Che si corresse via per 1' aer snella, 
Com' io vidi una nave piccioletta 

Venir per 1" acqua verso noi in quella, 
Sotto il governo d' un sol galeoto, 
Che gridava : Or se' giunta, anima fella 1 

Flegias, Flegias, tu gridi a vfito, 

Disse lo mio Signore, a queata volta : 
Piu non ci avrai, se non passando il loto. 
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I prosecute my theme : long ere we came 
Advancing to the lofty castle's base, 
Our eyes were rais'd, because of a twin flame 
Rais'-d on its crest, and from another place, 
A corresponding beacon was display'd ; 
Yet so far distant that we scarce could trace. 
Turning to wisdom's vasty deep, I said : 

" What speaks this light ] yon other light, beside-— 
Its answer what? and who the signal made?" 
And he to me : " Now o'er the dingy tide 
What they aviso of well mayst thou descry, 
Unless the marish fuming vapour hide." 
String of a bow did never arrow ply, 

That shot athwart the air in winged haste 
So quickly, as a little bark did fly, 



The which I saw coming towards us fast : 

'Twas govern'd by a single ferryman, 

Who cried : " What ! cruel soul, art come at last?" 
" Phlegyas, Phlegyas," my Lord replied, " in vain 

Thy clamour for this once ; for thou slialt ne'er, 

Save in this transport, ever us obtain." 
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Quale colui clie grande inganno ascolta 
Che gH sia fatto, e poi se ne rammarca, 
Tal si fe' Flegias nell' ira accolta. 

Lu Duca mio discese nulla barca, 
E poi mi fece entrare appresso lui, 
E aol, quand' io fiii dentro, parve carca. 

Tost© che il Duca ed io nel legno fui, 
Segando se ne va 1' antica prora 
Dell' acqua pih che non suol con altrui. 

Mentre noi correvam la morta gora, 
Dinanzi mi si fece un pien <li fango, 
E disse : Chi se' tu, che vieni anzi ora t 

Ed io a lui : S' io vegno, io non rimango ; 
Ma tu chi sei, che si sei fatto bratto 1 
Rispose : Vcdi che son un che piango. 

Ed io a lui : Con piangere e con lutto, 
Spirito maledetto, ti rimani ; 
Ch' io ti conosco, ancor sie lordo tutto. 

Allora stese al legno ambe le mani : 
Per che il Maestro aceorto lo sospinse, 
Dicendo : Via costa con gli altri eani. 

Lo collo poi con le braccia mi cinse, 

Baciommi il volto, o disse : Alma sdegnosa, 
Benedetta colei che in te s' incinse. 

Quei fu al mondo persona orgogliosa : 
Bonta non e che sua memoria fregi : 
Cosl e 1' ombra sua qui furiosa. 

CJuanti si tengon or lassii gran regi, 
Che qui staranno come porci in brago, 
Di se lasciando orribili dispregi I 
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As lie, who comes some grievous sleight to hear 
Practis'd upon him, frets in dismal plight, 
Such, all in anger, Phlegyas did appear. 

My Chief stepp'd down into the shallop light, 
And made me follow ; when I enter'd, then 
Burden'd it seem'd to groan beneath the weight. 

Thus both embark'd, across the darksome fen 
Ploughing the waves on went the antique prow, 
With furrows deeper than its wont had been. 

While the dead channel we were running through, 
One drench'd in mud rose up before me plain, 
And said : " Who, coming ere thy time, art thou 1" 

" If here I come, yet 'tis not to remain ; 

But who art thou, so foul'd 1" I answer made : 
" See," he replied, " I'm one, who weeps in pain." 

And I to him : " Weep on, accursed shade, 
And in thy lamentations aye abide r 
I know thee well, though all in filth array'd." 

Then both his hands he stretch'd the boat aside, 
But these my wary Master quick repress'd, 
Saying : " Away ; with th' other dogs go hide." 

My neck he now with folding arms caress'd ; 
He kiss'd my face, and said ; " Disdainful soul, 
For ever be the womb, that bare thee, bless'd ! 

He, in the world, of arrogance was full : 
No good survives, his memory to adorn ; 
So here his shade is fierce beyond controul. 

How many in your world, as Royal born, 
Boast them, who here, like swine, in filth shall lie, 
Leaving behind them shame, and horrid scorn)" 
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Ed io : Maestro, molto sarei vago 
Di voderlo attuffare in questa broda, 
Prima che noi usciasimo del lago. 

Ed egli a me : Avanti che la proda 
Ti si lasci veder, tu sarai sazdo : 
Di tal disio converra che tu goda. 

Dopo cid poco, vidi quello strazio 
Far di costui alle fangose genti, 
Che Dio ancor ne lodo e lie ringrazio. 

Tutti gridavano : A Filippo Argenti. 
Lo Fiorentino spirito bizzarro 
In sc medesmo si volgea co' denti. 

Quivi il lasciammo, che piu non nc narro : 
Ma negli orecchi mi percosse un duolo, 
Per eh' io avanti intento 1' occhio sbarro. 

E il huon Maestro disse : Oraai, figliuolo, 
S' appressa la citta che ha nome Dite, 
Co' gravi cittadin, col grande stuolo. 

Ed io : Maestro, gia le sue meschite 
La entro ccrto nella valle cerno 
VermigKe, come so di fuoco uscite 

Fossero. Ed ei mi disse : II foco eterno, 
Ch' entro le affoca, Ie dimostra rosse, 
Come tu vedi in questo basso inferno. 

Noi pur giugnemmo dectre all' alte fosse, 
Che vallan quella terra sconsolata : 
Le mura mi parea, che ferro fosse. 

Non senza prima far grande aggirata, 

Venimmo in parte, dove il nocchier, forte, 
Uscite, ci grido ; qui e 1' entrata. 
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" 'Twould vastly please me, Master," then said I, 
" To see him sous'd in this vile slush below, 
Before we quit the lake, and further hie." 

He answcr'd : " Ere the shore, to which we go, 
Appear, shall be accomplish'd thy desire ; 
It well befitteth thee such joy to know." 

Nor long the interval ; with onset dire 
I saw the miry tribes so on him fall, 
That God I thank, and still his grace admire. 

" Down with Filippo Argenti," cried they all : 
The Florentine hot spirit, for despite, 
Turn'd on himself his teeth to gnash, and mauL 

"We left him there ; nor more of him I write : 
But a loud wailing pierc'd my frighted ear ; 
Wherefore I forward strain my unbarr'd sight. 

" Now, son," the Master said, " will soon appear 
The city, nam'd of Dis : 'tis close at hand, 
With its vast host, and citizens severe." 

And I : " Already in the deep sunk land, 
Master, its mosque-like buildings I descry ; 
As rising out from fire, they crimson'd stand." 

" The fire unquenchable," was his reply, 
" Heated within, evolves the ruddy glow ; 
As from this nether Hell it strikes thine eye." 

We enter'd, yet, the trenches dug below, 
Moating around that region of despair : 
The walls of iron seem'd, so stout their show. 

Not without long circuiting we there 
Arriv'd, when lustily the boatman cried : 
" Now disembark : this is the landing stair." 
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Io vidi piti di mille in sulle porte 
Dal ciel piovuti, che stizzosaraento 
Dicean : Chi e costui, che senza morte 

Va per lo regno deila morta gente 1 
E il savio mio Maestro fece segno 
Di voler lor parlar segretamente. 

Allor chiusero un poco il gran disdegno, 
E disser : Vien tu solo, e quei sen vada. 
Che si ardito entr6 per quest© regno : 

Sol si ritorni per la folle strada : 
Pruovi se sa ; chfe tu qui rimarrai, 
Che scorto 1' hai per si buia contrada. 

Pcnsa, Lettor, s' io mi disconfortai 
Nel suon delle parole maledette : 
Ch' io non credetti ritornarci mai. 

0 caro Duca raio, che piu di sette 
Volte m' hai sicurta renduta, e tratto 
D' alto periglio che incontra mi stette, 

Non mi lasciar, diss' io, cosl disfatto : 
E se 1' andar piii oltre m' c negato, 
Ititroviam 1' orme nostre insieme ratto. 

E quel Signor, che 11 m' avea menato, 
Mi disse : Non temer, che il noatro passo 
Non ci pu6 torre alcnn : da tal n' b dato. 

Ma qui m' attendi ; e lo spirito lasso 
Conforta e ciba di speranza buona. 
Ch' io non ti laecero nel mondo basso. 

Cosl sen va, e quivi m' abbandona 

Lo dolce padre, ed io rimango in forse ; 
Che il si, e il no nel capo mi tenzona. 
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Above the gates innumerous fiends I spied 

Fallen, rain'd down from Heaven : enrag'd they said ; 
" And who is this, that hath our power defied, 

Venturing, not dead, Death's Empire to invade t " 
His wish to treat with them in secrecy 
My prudent Master, by a sign, convey'd. 

Their huge disdain then cast they somewhat by : 
" Come singly thou," they said, " let liim he gone, 
So daring thus within our realms to pry. 

By his fool's path let him go back alone : 

Try, if he know the way : thou here shall stay, 
Who hast to him the land of darkness shown." 

Think, Reader, think, whether I felt dismay, 
As the curst words were sounding in mine ear ; 
No hope was left of my return that way. 

" 0 thou, who many times, my Leader dear, 
With seasonable help hast me supplied, 
When peril sore oppos'd me, gathering near ; 

Leave me not wretched, thus undone ;" I cried : 
" Together let us quick our steps retrace, 
If progress further be to me denied." 

And he, my Guide to this terrific place, 

Answer'd : " Fear not ; for nothing can impede 
Our entrance ; such the grant to us of grace. 

Await me here, and thy faint spirit feed 
With comfortable hope ; because below 
I never will forsake thee in thy need." 

Thus leaves me the fond father, thence to go ; 
And I remain forlorn ; while doubt and dread 
Distract my mind between the " ay," and " no." 
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Udir non potei quello che a lor poree : 
Ma ei non stctte la con essi guari, 
Che ciascun dentro a pruova si ricoree. 

Chiuaer le porte quei nostri avversari 
Nel petto al mio Signor, clie fuor rimaae, 
E rivolseai a me con passi rari. 

Gli occhi alia t«rra, e le ciglia avea rase 



D' ogni baldanza, e dicea ne' sospiri : 
Chi m' ha negate le dolenti easel 

Ed a me disse : Tu, perch' io m' adiri, 
Non sbigottir ; eh' io vincer6 la pruova, 
Qual ch' alia difension dentro s' aggiri. 

Questa lor tracotanza non 6 nuova, 
Che gia 1' usaro a men segreta porta. 
La qual senza serrame ancor si trova. 

E gia di qua da lei discende 1' erta, 
Passando per li cerclii senza scorta 



Tal, che per lui ne lia la terra aperta. 



canto mi. 



I could not hear what terms he offered : 
But short his tarrying, when, as in a race, 
They all again back to the city fled. 

With hostile force, against my Master's face. 
The gates they clos'd : excluded thus he stood ; 
Then toward me fcurn'd with slow reluctant pace. 

His eyes were sunk ; upon his brow he shew'd 
No boldness ; and by sighs he seem'd to say, 
" Wlio hath denied me sorrow's dread abode t " 

And then to me : " Yield thou to no dismay, 
For this mine anger : yet I'll win the prize, 
Whate'er within combine to bar the way. 

This insolence of theirs is no surprise : 
'Twos shown before at a less secret gate, 
Which ever from that time unbolted lies. 

O'er it thou saw'st the inscription dark of fate, 

Whence, from this side, cometh, the rude steep down, 
One, unescorted through the zones, so great, 

The city shall, for him, be open thrown." 
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Quel color clie vilta di fuor mi pinse, 
Veggendo il Duca mio tomare in volta, 
Piii tosto dentro il suo nuovo rktrinse. 

Attento si fcnnd, com' uom che aacolta ; 
Che V occhio nol potea menare a iunga 
Per 1' acr nero, e per la nebbia folta. 

Pure a noi converra vincer la punga, 

Comincid ei : se non ... tal ne b' offeree. 
Oh quanto tarda a me ch' altri qui giunga ! 

Io vidi ben, si com' ei ricoperse 

Lo comiuciar con 1' altro, che poi venne, 
Che fur parole alle prime diverse. 

Ma nondimen paura il suo dir dienne, 
Perch.' io traeva la parola tronca 
Forse a peggior sentenzia, ch' ei non tenne. 

In questo fondo della trista conca 
Discende mai alcun del primo grado, 
Che sol per pena ha la speranza cionca 1 

Queata question fee' io ; e quei : Di rado 
Incontra, mi rispose, che di nui 
Faccia il cammino alcun per quale io vado. 
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That outward hue, that cowardice had trac'd, 
When thus returning back my Guide I found, 
The sooner his new colour from him chae'd 

Attont he paus'd, as if to catch a sound 
Because his eyesight fail'd to lead hi™ far 
Through the black air, and vapoury depth around. 

" Yet, sure, 'tis ours to triumph in this war," 
Began he : " otherwise . . yet such high aid — 
Oh, how time paces slow, 'till he appear ! " 

I took good notice that he over-laid 

His first expression with a second thought, 
Quite opposite to what before he said. 

But, not the less, his language in me wrought 
Terror ; for, may be, in a sense moro ill, 
Than what he meant, I read the words cut short. 

" Say, from the depth of this sad spiry shell 
Descendeth ever one from that first zone, 
Where pain is none, save without hope to dwelL" 

This question I propos'd : " 'Tis rare, I own," 
He answer'd me, " this happens ; 'mong us few 
Traverse the path, which now I venture down. 
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Vero e che altra fiat a quaggiii fui 
Congiurato da queUa Eriton cruda, 
Che richiamava 1' ombre a' corpi sui. 

Di poco era di me la came nuda, 

Ch' ella mi fece entrar dcntro a quel muro, 
Per trarne un spirto del cerchio di Giuda. 

Quell' h il piu basso loco, e il pifi oscuro, 
E U piu lontan dal Ciel che tutto gira : 

Questa palude, che il gran puzzo spira, 
Cinge d' intorno la citta dolente, 
U' non potemo entrare omai senz' ira. 

Ed altro disse, ma non 1' ho a mente ; 
Ferocche 1' occhio m' avea tutto tratto 
Vflr 1' alta torre alia cima rovente, 

Ove in un punto vidi dritte ratto 
Trc furie infernal di sangue tinte, 
Che membra femminili aveano, ed atto ; 

E con idre verdissirne eran cinte : 
Serpentelli e ceraste avean per crine, 
Onde le fiere tempie eran awinte. 

E quei, che ben conobbe le meschine 
Delia Regina dell' eterno pianto, 
Guarda, mi disse, le feroci Erine. 

Questa e Mcgera dal sinistra canto : 

Quella, che piange dal destro, e Aletto : 
Tesifone e nel mezzo : e tacque a tanto. 

Coll' unghie si fendca ciascuna il petto ; 
Batteansi a palme, e gridavan si alto, 
Ch' io mi strinsi al Poeta per sospetto. 
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Once, aforetime, I journey'd here, 'tis true ; 
Conjur'd by dire Erietho's sorceries, 
Who to their bodies caiU'd the ghosts anew. 

I had but lately doiFd my mortal guise, 
When me she made enter within that cell, 
A spirit thence to fetch, where Judas lies. 

That is the nethermost and darkest Hell, 

Remotest from the Empyreal Heavenly sphere : 
The way I know : therefore, thy fears expel. 

This poo!, whose mighty stench corrupts the air, 
Girds round the city, with all grief oppress'd : 
Nor without conflict can we enter there." 

And more he said ; but I forget the rest ; 

For now mine eye had turn'd its whole regard 
Toward the high tower of the red flaming crest. 

Three Hellish Furies, sudden there uprcar'd, 

I saw, distain'd with blood : their limbs and mien 
Such, as denote the female sex, appear'd. 

With hydras they were girt of darkest green ; 
Aspicks they wore and serpents horn'd for hair ; 
And bound with these their horrid brows were seen. 

And he, who knew full well they handmaids were 
Of the great Queen of everlasting woe, 
Exclaim'd : " Behold the fierce Erynnis there ! 

This on the left Megaera ; Alecto, 

She on the right, dissolv'd in tears, behold ; 
And mark Tesiphone between the two." 
He ceas'd : each riv'd her breast with talons bold ; 
They smote themselves, and shriek'd so loud, the tone 
Drew me the Poet near for safer hold. 
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Venga Medusa, si il farm di smalto : 
Gridavan tutte riguardando in giuso : 
Mai non vengiammo in Teseo Y assalto. 

Volgiti indietro, e tien lo viso chiuso ; 

Che se il Gorgon si mostra, e tu il vedessi, 
Nulla sarebbe del tornar mai suso. 

Cosi disse il Maestro ; ed egli steasi 
Mi volse, e non si tenne alle mie mani, 
Che con le sue ancor non mi chiudessi. 

0 voi, cbe avetc gl' intelletti sani, 
Mirate la dottrina, cbo s' asconde 
Sotto il velame degli versi strani. 

E gia venia su per le torbid' onde 

Un fracasso d' un suon pien di spavento, 
Per tui tremavano anibedue le sponde ; 

Non altrimenti fatto che d' un vento 
Impetuoso per gli avversi ardori, 
Che fier la selva senza alcun rattento ; 

Li rami schianta, abbatte, e porta fuori : 
Dinanzi polveroso va superbo, 
E fa fuggir lo fiere e li pastori. 

Gli occhi mi sciolse, e disse : Or drizza il nerbo 
Del viso su per quella schiuma antica, 
Per indi ove quel fummo e piu acerbo. 

Come le rane innanzi alia nimica 
Eiscia per 1' acqua si dileguan tutte, 
Fin cb' alia terra ciascuna s' abbica ; 

Vid' io piii di mille anime distrutte 
Fuggir uosl dinanzi ad un, clie al passo 
Passava Stige colle piante asciutte. 
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" Medusa, come ! We'll turn him into stone ; 
'Twas ill we suffer'd without full reprise 
Theseus' assault," they cried all looking down. 

" Quick turn thee backward; keep shut fast thine eyes: 
If in thy view the Gorgon be display' d, 
All hope is past that hence we shall arise." 

So spake the Master ; nor himself delay'd 
To turn me ; and, for so did need require, 
Plac'd both his hands on mine, my sight to shade. 

0 ye, whose intellects are sound, admire 
The mystical instruction, lying hid 
Beneath the veil, unknown to others' lyre ! 

And now already on the ruffled tide 

Came crashing a rude noise, so dread to hear, 
That both the shores quak'd, as if terrified : 

'Twas like a wind, uncheck'd in its career, 
By adverse heated air more furious made, 
That smites the forest, and brings havoc drear 

On branches, flowers, and all the prostrate glade : 
Usher'd in dust pursues its lordly way : 
The wild beasts scud, the shepherds fly dismay'd. 

He freed my sight, and said : " Thy visual ray 
Now to that hoary scum impure apply, 
Where thickest smoke invests the surface grey." 

As, when the water-snake, their foe, is nigh, 
Frogs, one and all, make sure their far retreat ; 
Nor stop, till each squats on the margin dry ; 

More than a thousand undone spirits fleet 
So saw I before one, the ford who near'd 
Of Styx, and pass'd it with unwetted feet. 
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Dal volto rimovea quell' aer grasso, 
Menando la sinistra innanzi spesso ; 
£ sol di quell' angoscia parea lasso. 

Ben m' accorsi ch' cgli era del Ciel messo, 
E volsimi al Maestro : e quel fe' segno, 
Ch' io stessi cheto, ed inchinassi ad esso. 

Ahi quanto mi parea pien di disdegno ! 
Giunse alia porta, e con una verghetta 
L' aperso, cbe non v' ebbe alcun ritegno. 

0 cacciati del ciel, gente dispetta, 
Comincid egli in bu 1' orribil soglia, 
Ond' esta oltracotanza in voi s' alletta t 

Perche ricalcitrate a quella voglia, 

A cui non puote il fin mai esser mozzo, 
E che piu volte v' ha cresduta doglial 

Cbe giova nelle Fata dar di cozzo 1 
Cerbero vostro, se ben vi ricorda, 
Ne porta ancor pelato il mento e il gozzo. 

Poi si rivolse per la strada lorda, 

E non fe' motto a noi : ma fe' sembiantc 
D' uomo, cui aitra cura stringa e morda, 

Cbe quella di colui che gli e davante. 
E noi movemmo i piedi in v@r la terra, 
Sicuri appresso le parole sante. 

Dentro v' entrammo senza alcuna guerra : 
Ed io, ch' avea di riguardar disio 
La condizion che tal fortezza serra, 

Com' io fui dentro, 1' occliio intorno invio ; 
E veggio ad ogni man grande campagna 
Piena di duolo e di tormento rio. 
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That cumbrous vapour from his brow he clear'd. 
Waving his left hand often to and fro ; 
And only by that pain oppress'd appear' d. 

Full well I knew him Heavenly-sent ; and so 
Turn'd to the Master, who express'd by sign 
That silent I should wait, and reverent bow. 

Ah, what an aspect His — all high disdain ! 
The gate he reach'd ; at touch of his light rod 
Open it flew ; for notliing could restrain. 

" 0 race despis'd, and alienate from God ! 

Whence comes this arrogance, you foster so 1 " 
He 'gan, when on the horrid sill he stood. 

" Why kick ye thus with such tumultuous show 
Against that Sovereign never-failing Will, 
Which often-times has multiplied your woe ? 

What can your hutting against Fate avail 1 

For this, his chin and throat all peel'd and sore 
Your Cerberus wears, unless your memory fail." 

He turn'd him then the track polluted o'er, 
Nor parley with us held ; but seem'd like one, 
Urg'd and impell'd by somewhat else far more, 

Than care of persons, whom he looks upon : 
We, by the sacred words now rendered bold, 
Towards the land and city speeded on. 

The gate we enter'd free and uncontroll'd ; 
Then in my earnest longing to explore 
What state was theirs, within such iron hold, 

Once got within, survey the region o'er : 
And a champaign I see, spread all around, 
Replete with sorrows and tormentings sore. 
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SI come ad Arli, ove il Rodano stagna, 
Si com' a Pol a presso del Quarnaro, 
Che Italia chiude c i suoi termini bagna, 

Fanno i sepolcri tutto il loco varo : 
Cos! face van quivi d'ogni parte, 
Salvo che il modo v' era pifi amaro ; 

Ghfe tra gli avelli fiamme erano sparte, 
Per le quali eran al del tutto accesi, 
Che ferro piu non chiedo verun' arte. 

Tutti gli lor coperchi eran sospeBi, 
E fuor n' uscivan si duri Iamenti, 
Che ben parcan di miseri e d' offcai. 

Ed io : Maestro, quai son quelle genti, 
Che seppellite dentro da quell' arche 
Si fan sentir coi sospiri dolentil 

Ed egli a me : Qui son gli eresiarche 
Co' lor seguaci d' ogni setta, e molto 
Piu che non credi, Bon le tombe car che. 

Simile qui con simile e sepolto : 

E i monimenti son piu, e men caldi. 
E poi ch' alia man destra si fu volto, 

Passammo tra i martin e gli alti spaldi. 



CANTO IX. 



47 



As where, at Aries, the stagnant Rhone is found ; 
And as at Pola, the Quarnaro by, 
The key of Italy and its watery bound, 

Sepulchral mounds make all tho surface lie 
Uneven, so 'twas here on ev'ry aide, 
Save that the fashion more did terrify : 

For flames amongst the tombs were scatter'd wide, 
Pervading thence with such excess of glow, 
Iron more hot no craft need e'er provide. 

Their lids were all uplift ; such groans of woe 
Issued from th' undervaults, and fill'd the air, 
As well to speak the pangs endur'd below. 

And I : " My Master, what are these, declare, 
Who, buried in those chests, by fire consum'd, 
Vent, to be heard, such accents of despairl" 

And he to me : " Arch-heretics are doom'd 
Here, with their several sectaries, to lie. 
More than thou thinkeat are the souls entomb'd. 

Here buried like with like keeps company : 
And more, or less, the graves intensely burn." 
'Tween them we pass'd and the walls terrae'd high, 

When to the right we first had made a turn. 
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Ora sen va per uno stretto calk, 

Tra il muro della terra e li martiri. 

Lo mio Maestro, ed io tlopo le spalle. 
0 virtu sonima, chc per gli empi giri 

Mi volvi, cominciai, come a te piace ; 

Parlami, e soddisfammi a' mioi desiri. 
La gente, che per li sepolcri giace, 

Potrebbesi vederl gia son levati 

Tutti i coperchi, e ncssun guardia face. 
Ed egli a me : Tutti saran serrati, 

Quando di losaphat qui torneranno 

Coi corpi, che lasRii hanno lasciati. 
Suo ciinitero da questa parte hanno 

Con Epicuro tutti i suoi seguaci. 

Che 1' anima col corpo morta faniio. 
Pi?r6 alia dimanda che mi faci 

Quinci entro soddisfatto sarai tosto, 

E al disio ancor, chc tu mi taci. 
Ed io : Buon Duca, non tegno nascosto 

A te mio cor, se non per dicer poco ; 

E tu m' hw non pur ora a cio disposto. 
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Now on we pass by a straight path confin'd 
Between the walk, and fierce sepulchral glow ; 
My Master first ; I, following behind. 
0 sovran Virtue ! that dost waft me through 
The zones of sin," I said, " as pleaseth thee ; 
Speak and vouchsafe what much I fain would know. 

The shades who lie within this cemetery — ■ 
May they be seen ) The lids of every cell 
Are lifted ; and no guardian watch is nigh." 

And he to me : " All shall be fasten'd well, 
When sentenc'd from Jehosaphat they come 
Here, with the flesh wherein they us'd to dwell. 

On this side Epicurus has his tomb, 

And with him all his followers, who profess'd 
That souls with bodies share a common doom. 

Therefore thy question, openly express'd, 

Here soon shall answer find ; and that, beside, 
Which silently thou hast from me suppress'd." 

" Kind Leader, not from thee my heart I hide, 
Save only to abbreviate what I say ; 
And thou hast so dispos'd me," I replied. 
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0 Tosco, che per la citta del foco 
Vivo ten vai cost parlando onesto, 
Piacciati di ristare in queato loco. 

La tua loquela ti fa manifesto 
Di quella nobil patria natio, 
Alia qual forse fui troppo molesto. 

Snbitamente qucsto suono nsclo 

D' una dell' arche : per6 m' accostai, 
Temendo, un poco piu al Duca mio. 

Ed ei mi diase : Volgiti : che fai 1 
Vedi la Farinata, che a' it dritto : 
Dalla cintola in su tutto il vedrai. 

Io avea gia U mio viso nel suo fitto ; 
Ed ei s' ergea col petto e colla fronte, 
Come avessu lo Inferno in gran dispitto : 

E le animose man del Diica e pronte 
Mi pinser tra le sepolture a lui, 
Dicendo : Le parole tue aien conte. 

Toato che al pie della sna tomba fui, 

Guardomnu un poco, e poi quasi sdegnoso 
Mi dimandi : Chi fur li maggior tui 1 

Io, ch' era d' ubbidir disideroso, 

Non gliel celai, ma tutto gliel' apersi ; 
Ond' ei lev6 le ciglia un poco in aoso ; 

Poi disse : Fieramente furo avversi 
A me ed a' miei primi, ed a mia parte, 
Si che per due fiate gli disperai. 

S' ei fur cacciati, ei tornar d' ogni parte, 
Rispoai io lui, 1' una e 1' altra fiata ; 
Ma i vostri non appreaer ben quell' arte. 
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" 0 Tuscan, who alive dost wend thy way 
Through the Fire-city, thus discoursing fair, 
Be it thy pleasure at this place to stay. 

The accent of thy voice hespealts thee clear 
Of that right-noble country native sprung, 
To which, it may be, I was too severe " 

Forth from a vault, the sepulchres among, 

Came suddenly these words ; whereat, more nigh 
A little to my Guide I drew and clung. 

" Turn thee about ! what dost thou now i" said he : 
" Eis'n, of himself, Lo ! Farinata's shade : 
Him from the waist all upward thou shalt see." 

Already on his look mine own was stay'd ; 
And he was lifting high his face and breast, 
As one, of Hell who little reckoning made. 

The Guide me then towards him forward press'd 
Amongst the tombs with both hands lustily, 
Saying ; " Let now thy words be brief express'd." 

When the grave's foot I reach'd, he kept his eye 
Fbc'd on me for small space ; then 'gan inquire, 
As if in scorn, "Who were thine ancestry 1" 

I, wishing well to answer his desire, 

Told him in full, and nothing left conceal'd : 
His eyebrows then he mounted somewhat higher, 

And said; "Their hearts with rancour fierce were steel'd 
'Gainst me, and my progenitors, and clan ; 
So twice I chas'd them in the battle-field." 

" Yet both times they return'd, if then they ran, 
Rallying from every point," I answer made ; 
" But yours have not yet learnt that art and plan." 



50 CANTO X. 

Allor surse alia vista scoperchiata 

Un' ombra lungo questa infino al meuto : 
Credo che a' era inginocchion levata. 

D' intorno mi guardo, come talento 
Avesse di veder a' altri era meco ; 
Ma poi che il sospicar fu tutto apento, 

Piangendo disso : Se per questo cieco 
Carcere vai per altezza d' ingegno, 
Mio figlio ov' e 1 e perche non e teco 1 

Ed io a lui : Da me utesso non vegno : 
Colui, che attende la, per qui mi mena, 
Forse cui Guido vostro ebbe a disdegno. 

Le sue parole, e il modo della pena 
M' avevan di costui gia letto il nome : 
Per6 fu la ripoata coal piena. 

Hi subito drizzato grido : Come 

Dicesti : egli ebbe 1 non viv' egli ancora ) 
Non fiero gli occhi suoi lo dolce lome 1 

Quando s' accorse d' alcuna dimc-ra 
Ch' io faceva dinanzi alia risposta, 
Snpin ricadde, e piu non parve fuora. 

Ma quell' altro magnanimo, a cui posta 
Reatato m' era, non mut6 aspetto, 
N6 mosse collo, ne piego sua costs, 

E ae, continuando al primo dotto, 

Egli ban quell' arte, disao, male appresa, 
Cio mi tormenta pin che questo letto. 

Ma non cinquanta volte fia raccesa 
La faccia della donna, che qui regge, 
Che tu saprai quanto quell' arte pesa. 
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Then, alongside him, rose in view a shade, 
Down to the chin apparent ; seemingly 
Upon its knees it lifted was, and stay'd. 

It pried all round me with a searching eye. 
To know, if there I came accompanied : 
But, when it saw, for sure, none other nigh, 

With tears it said ; " If noble genius guide 

Thy journey thnntgh this dungeon dark forlorn, 
My son-— where is he ! why not at thy side 1" 

Then I : " Not of myself, but hither borne 
By him I come, my Leader waiting here ; 
Whom, it may be, your Guido had in scorn.'" 

His words, and mode of punishment severe, 

Had, ere this, taught me, who he was to know : 
Therefore my answer spake so full and clear. 

Quick springing to his feet, he clamour'd ; " How 1 
Sayst thou he had ? His life then — is it o'er ? 
No longer strikes his eye the sun's sweet glow ?" 

When he perceiv'd me hesitate, before 
I answer gave, o'erpower'd by the delay 
Supine he dropt, and rose to sight no more. 

But he, that one magnanimous, my stay 
Who sought, no change in look exhibited ; 
Nor mov'd his neck, nor turn'd lumself away. 

" And if," resuming what before was said, 
" Mine have so ill contriv'd that art to leant, 
It racks me more with torture than this bed. 

Yet, ere rekindled fifty times shall burn 
The pallid face of Hell's imperial Queen, 
That art thou shalt, in all its weight, discern. 
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E se tu inai nel liolce mondo regge, 
Dimmi, perehe quel popolo e si empio 
Incontro a' miei in ciascuna sua legge 1 

Ond' io a lui : Lo strazio e il grande scempio, 
Che fece 1' Arbia colorato in rosso, 
Tate orazion fa far nel nostro tempio. 

Poi ch' ebbe sospirando il capo scosso ; 
A ci6 non fui io sol, disse, ne certo 
Senza cagion sarei con gli altri mosso : 

Ma fu' io sol cola, dove sofferto 

Fu per ciascuno di torre via Fiorenza, 
Colui die la difese a viso aperto. 

IJeh se riposi mai vostra semenza, 
Pregai io lui, solvetemi quel nodo, 
Che qui ha inviluppata mia sentenza. 

E' par che voi veggiate, se ben odo, 

Dinanzi quel, che il tempo seco adduce, 
E nel presente tenete altro modo. 

Noi veggiam come quoi, che ha mala luce, 
Le cose, disse, che ne son lontano ; 
CotantO ancor ne splende il sommo Duce : 

Quando s' appressano, o son, tutto k vano 
Nostro intelletto ; e, s' altri nol ci apporta, 
Nulla sapem di vostro stato umano. 

Perd comprender puoi che tutta morta 
Fia nostra conoscenza da quel punto, 
Che del futuro fiia chiusa la porta. 

Allor, come di mia colpa compunto, 

Dissi : Or direte dunque a quel caduto, 
Che il suo nato e co' vivi ancor congiunto. 
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May the sweet world again by thee be seen, 
As dow thou tell' st me, why that people shew 
'Gainst mine, in every law, such impious spleen." 

Thon I : " The carnage and the bloody flow, 
That made discolour'd Arbia run in red, 
Lifts in our shrine such orisons of woe." 

Then he, but sighing first he shook his head : 
" There I was not alone ; the warrior throng 
Nor, sure, without a cause would I have led ; 

But there I stood alone, the Chiefs among, 
When all consented Florence to destroy, 
Who openly defended hor from wrong." 

" So may your progeny repose enjoy," 
I then besought him, " as you now untie 
The knot, which wraps my mind in strange annoy. 

If I hear rightly, it appears, you spy 
Beforehand what futurity will shew ; 
While of the present you can naught descry." 

" Like one of sight defective near, we know 

Tilings, from us far remov'il," he said ; " such graee 
The Lord Supreme on us doth yet bestow. 

When they are near, or present, them we trace 
No more ; and, save what others may relate, 
Nothing we know of all your human race. 

Hence thou mayst understand our hopeless state ; 
Because our knowledge will he lost, and dead, 
When, once for all, is clos'd the future's gate." 

Then conscience-smitten for my fault, I said ; 

" Then tell, I pray thee, that sunk shade distress'd 
His son yet lives ; and, if I first was led 
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E a' io fui dianzi alia risposta muto, 
Fat' ei saper che il fei, perche pensava 
Gia liell' error ehe m' avete soluto. 
E gia il Maestro niio mi richiamava : 
Per ch' io pregai lo spirito piii avaccio, 
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Ed io li soddisfeci al suo dimando. 

La mente tua conservi quel che udito 
Hai contra te, mi cc-mando quel Saggio, 
Ed ora attendi qui : o drizzo il dito. 

Quando aarai dinanzi al dolce raggio 
Di quella, il cui bell' occhio tutto vede, 
Da lei saprai di tua vita 0 viaggio. 

Appresso volse a man sinistra il piede : 

Laaciammo il muro, e gimmo in v@r lo mezzo 
Per un sentier, che ad una valle fiede, 

Che in fin lassii facea spiacer suo lezzo. 
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In silence to receive liis fond request, 

Inform him, why it was ; for then my mind 
Was by that error, you have solv'd, oppress'd." 

E'en now the Master call'd me from behind ; 
Whereat, I speedier urg'd the spirit to tell, 
What shades were with liim in the vaults confln'd. 

He said ; " With more than thousands here I dwell : 
The Second Frederick within is mew'd, 
The Cardinal, too : the rest let silence veil." 

So vanish'd he ; and I in pensive mood 
Rejoin'd the ancient Poet, much intent 
On that discourse, which seem'd me ill to brood. 

Onward he mov'd, and ask'd me, as we went, 
" Why is thy mind distracted thus i " and I 
To his inquiring wish gave full content. 

"The words, presaging ill, let memory 

Fast hold ; " thus spake the Sage with grave command : 
" And mark me now "■ — -he rais'd his finger high — 

" When thou before her radiance sweet shalt stand, 
Whose clear eye seeth all things, thou shalt know 
What way the journey of thy life is plann'd." 

Then to the left he turn'd his feet to go : 

Quitting the wall we towards the middle mov'd, 
Our path a valley entering : from helow 

The stench, up-steaming high, we sorely prov'd. 
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IN bu 1' estremita d' un' alta ripa, 

Che facevan gran pietre rotte in cerchio, 
Venimmo sopra piii crudele stipa : 

E quivi per 1' orribile sopercluo 

Del puzzo, die il profondo abisao gitta, 
Ci raccostammo dietro ad un coperchio 

D' un grande avelio, ov' io vidi una acritta 
Che diceva : Anastasio papa guardo, 
Lo qual trasse Fotin della via dritta. 

Lo nostra scender convien esser tardo, 
Si chc s' ausi prima un poco il senso 
Al triato fiato, e poi non fia riguardo. 

Cosl il Maestro. Ed io : Alcun compensn, 
Dissi lui, trova, die il tempo non passi 
Perduto. Ed egli : Vedi oh' a ci6 penso. 

Figliuol mio, dentro da cotesti sassi, 
Cominci6 poi a dir. son tre cerchietti 
Di grado in grado, come quei ehe lassi. 

Tutti aon pien di spirti maledetti : 
Ma perche poi ti basti pur la vista, 
Intendi come, e perche son costrettL 
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On the far edge of an embankment steep 
Of shatter' d stones, circuitously laid, 
We. came above a more tormented heap. 

And here, because of the dire stench, convey'd 
By vapours from th' abyss deep sunk and foul. 
We wended towards it underneath the shade 

Of a great tomb ; whereon I saw this scroll, 
" Pope Anastasius I keep below : 
Photinus from the truth seduc'd his soul." 

" Here our descent must needs be stay'd and Blow, 
That sense may learn to bear the sickening breeze ; 
Then, afterwards, its power we less shall know." 

The Master thus : to whom I said ; " Devise, 
How best from loss we save the time between." 
" I was for this providing," he replies. 

" My son, these rocky boundaries within," 

His speech began ; " there are less Circles three, 
Grade after grade succeeding, like those seen. 

With spirits accurs'd they all replenish'd be, 
But how and wherefore thus compacted, learn, 
That hence their view may prove enough for thee. 
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D' ogni malizia, cli' odio in Cielo acquista, 
Ingiuria e il fine ; ed ogni fin cotale 
0 con forza, o con frode altrui contrista. 

Ma perche frode e dell' uom proprio male, 
Piu spiace a Dio ; e perd stan di HUtto 
Gli frodolenti, e pid dolor gli assale. 

De' violent! il primo cerchio e tutto ; 
Ma, perche si fa forza a tre persone, 
In tre gironi e distinto e construtto. 

A Dio, a se, al prossimo si puone 

Far forza ; dico in loro, e in lor cose, 
Come udirai con aperta ragione. 

Morte per forza, e ferute dogliose 

Nel prossimo si danno, e nel buo avere 
Kuine, incendi, e toilette dannose : 

Onde omicidi, e ciaseun che mal fiere, 
Guaatatori e predon, tutti tormenta 
Lo giron primo per diverse schiere. 

Puote uomo avere in se man violenta, 
E ne' suoi beni : e perd nel secondo 
Giron eonvien che senza pro si penta 

Qualunque priva se del voatro mondo, 
Biscazza, e fonde la sua facultade, 
E piange la dove esser dee giocondo. 

Puoasi far forza nella Deitade, 

Col cor negando e bestemmiando quella, 
E spregiando Natura, e sua bontade : 

E perd lo minor giron suggella 

Del segno suo e Sodoma, o Caorsa, 
E chi, spregiando Dio, col cor favella. 
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Of Malice all, which wrath in heaven does earn, 
The end is injury ; and all such end 
By Violence, or Fraud, makes others mourn. 

But frauds, as proper to mankind, offend 

God mostly : hence the fraudulent are found 
Beneath ; and pains more strong their bosoms rend. 

The violent possess the entire First Eound : 
But, since three persons suffer such offence, 
Tins in three rings, concentrical, is bound. 

'Gainst God, one's self, one's neighbour, violence 
May be ; 'gainst them, I mean, and what they have 
As thou shalt learn from clearest evidence. 

By force we others may of life deprive, 
Or sorely wound ; and in their property 
By waste, extortion, burning, them aggrieve. 

Hence murderers, those, who strike maliciously, 
Spoilers and robbers the first Circling maze 
Torments, as in their several ranks they lie. 

Man 'gainst himself a violent hand may raise, 
Or 'gainst Ids goods ; and, therefore, for such ill, 
He in the Second Round his hopeless days, 

Beyond repentance, spends, who self does kill ; 
Who gambles, who his substance turns to loss, 
And sorrows there, where mirth the soul should fill. 

Man 'gainst the Deity may offer force, 
Denying and blaspheming Him in heart, 
Or spurning nature, and her bounteous course. 

And hence the Circle of the narrowest part, 
Marks Sodom and Cahirs with branding stain ; 
And all the scoraers, who from God depart. 
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La frode, ond' ogni coscienza 6 morsa, 

Pu6 1' uomo usare in quei, ch' in lui ai fida, 
E in quei che fidanza non imborsa. 

Questo modo di retro par che uccida 
Pur lo vincol d' amor che fa Natura : 
Onde nei cerchio secondo s' annida 

Ipocrisia, lusinghe e chi affattura, 
Falsita, ladroneccio e simonia, 
Kufdan, baratti, e simile lordura. 

Per 1' altro modo quell' amor a' obhlia 
Che fa Natura, e quel ch' e poi aggiunto, 
Di che la fede spezial si eria : 

Onde nel cerchio minore, ov' e il punto 
Dell* univerao, in au che Dite slede, 
Qualunque trade in eterno c consunto. 

Ed io : Maestro, assai chiaro proccde 
La tua ragione, ed aaaai ben distingue 
Questo baratro, e il popo! che il possiede. 

Ma dimmi : Quei della palude pingue 
Che mena il vento, e che batte la pioggia, 
E che s' incontrau con si aspre lingue, 

Perche non dentro deUa citta roggia 
Son ei puniti, se Dio gli ha in ira 1 
E ae non gli ha, perche sono a tal foggia? 

Ed egli a mc : Perche tanto delira, 

Disae, Io ingegno tuo da quel ch' ei auole ) 
Ower la mente dove altrove mira? 

Non ti rimembra di quelle parole, 
Con le quai la tua Etica pertratta 
Le tre disposizion, che il Ciel non vuole ; 
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Fraud, of the guilty conscience gnawing pain, 
'Gainst those is practis'd, who in us confide ; 
And those, who no such confidence maintain. 

This latter mode appeareth to divide 
The loving bonds of nature's social ties : 
Hence, nested in the Second Circle abide 

Dissimulation, witchcraft, flatteries, 

Theft, falsehood, simony, and the vile set 
Of panders, swindlers, and such draff as these. 

In th' other mode, men both the love forget 

Which Nature claims, that love still stronger, too, 
Which serves implicit credence to beget. 

Hence in the smallest zone of all below — 
The centre of the world, the seat of Dis — 
All traitors are consum'd in endless woe." 

And I : " Most clear thy reasoning, Master, is, 
And faithfully discriminates, as well, 
The quarters, and the tribes of this abyss. 

But, tell me, those, who in the mud-fat dwell, 

Those, whom the whirlwind drives, those, whom the rain 
Buffets, and those, who tilt with such fierce yell- 
Why punish'd are they not in the domain 
Of the Red fiery City, if under wrath 
Of God t and, if not under, why their pain 1 " 

And he to me : " And why, too, breaketh forth, 
Beyond its custom, thy bewilder'd mind 1 
Or, what misleads it in a devious path 1 

Hast thou forgot how clearly are defin'd 
In thy loved Ethicks, and distinctly nam'd, 
The Heaven-forbidden tempers, — three in kind — 
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Incontincnza, malizia e la matta 
BestiaHtade 1 e come incontinenza 
Men Dio offende, e men biasimo accatta ? 

Se tu riguardi ben quests sentenza, 
E rechiti alia mente chi son quelli, 
Che su di fuor sostengon penitenza, 

Tu vedrai ben perclie da questi felli 
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iletto e da sua arte : 
E se tu ben la tua Fisica note, 
Tu troverai non dopo molte carte, 
Che 1' arte vostra quella, quanto puote, 
Segue, come il maestro fa il discent*. 
S\ che vostr' arte a I)io quasi e nipote. 
Da queate due, se tu ti rechi a mente 
Lo Genesi dal principio, conviene 
Prender sua vita, ed avanzar la gente. 
E perche 1' usuriere altra via tiene, 
Per Be Natura, e per la sua seguace 
Dispregia, poiche in altro pon la spetie. 
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Incontinence, and Malice, and untam'd 
Bestiality ; and how the first offends 
God less, and so is less severely blam'd. 

Ponder this sentence well, what it intends ; 
And then remember who, up yonder, pay 
The forfeit of their guilt with such amends ; 

Then slialt thou see why they are stow'd away 

Far from these felons ; and with stroke more light 
Why, anger'd le3S, God's justice them does bray." 

" 0 Sun, thou healer of the turbid sight, 
Thy clear elucidations charm me so, 
That doubting, like to knowledge, yields delight ; 

Turn yet a little, and thy words review, 
Where thou didst say that usury is sin 
Against God's goodness, and the knot undo." 

" Philosophy to those, who Wisdom win, 

Confirms," he answer' d, " this in many a part ; 
That Nature loves her method to begin 

From th' Intellect Divine, and from its Art. 

Consult thy ' Physicks ; ' therein thou shalt find, 
If thou hast got the lesson well by heart, 

That, as the pupil heeds his Master kind, 
So, to the best it can, your Art keeps pace 
Still with the leadings of the chicfest mind, 

As if God's grand-child : recollect the place, 
Where, early in Genesis, 'tis writ, that man 
By both must live, and multiply his race. 

The usurer pursues a different plan ; 

He spurns boon Nature and her handmaid Art, 
Since 'tis by other means he hopes to gain. 
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Ma seguitni orainai, che il gir mi piace : 
Chfc i Peari guizzan su per l 1 orizzonta, 
E il Carro tutto sovra Coro giace, 

E il balzo via la oltre si dismonta. 
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Me follow now ; it likes me to depart ; 
For on th' horizon bright the Fishes leap, 
And all the Wain drives to the north-west part 

And, down far yonder, we descend the steep." 
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Era lo loco, ove a scender la riva 

Venimmo, alpcstro ; e, per quel eh' ivi cr' anco, 
Tal, eh' ogni viata ne sarebbe schiva. 

Qual e quel la ruina, che n el fianco 
Di qua da Trento 1' Adice percosse 
0 per tremuoto o per sostegno manco ; 

Che da cima del monte, onde si mosse, 
Al piano, h si la roccia discoscesa, 
Ch' alcuna via darebbe a chi su fosse : 

Cotal di quel burrato era la scesa. 
E in nn la punta della rotta lacca 
L' infamia di Creti era distesa, 

Che fu coneetta nella falsa vacca : 
E quando vide noi, Be stesso morse, 
SI come quei cui 1' ira dentro fiacca. 

Lo Savio mio in ver lui grido : Forse 
Tu credi che qui sia il Duca d' Atene, 
Che su nel mondo la morte ti porse 1 

Partiti, bestia, che questi non viene 
Ammaestrato dalla tua sorella, 
Ma vasal per veder le vostre pene. 
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Alpine the steep of our descent, and where, 
By reason of an object dread to see, 
None willingly the dangerous pass would dare. 

The land-slip such, which struck the Adige, 

And sidelong shov'd its bank, on this side Trent, 
From quake, or subsidence, of earth, may be : 

For, from the headland, whence it fell, the rent 
Down to the plain is all so rudely torn. 
As scarce to leave a passage for descent ; 

Such now the stair, down which our steps were borne : 
And, on the summit of the shatter'd jaw, 
Was lying outstretch'd Crete's infamy and scorn, 

Of the false cow conceiv'd : when us he saw. 
Straight lie began, like one, whom inwardly 
Fierce rugo consumes, his flesh to bite and gnaw. 

My Sage cried towards him : " In thy fantasy 
Perhaps thou deemest here th' Athenian Duke, 
Who kill'd thee in the world beneath the sky i 

Begone, thou monster, quick, at my rebuke : 
Not by thy sister taught he comes below ; 
But here is passing, on your pains to look." 
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Qual e quel toro, che si slaccia in quelk 
Che ha ricevuto gia '1 colpo mortale, 
Che gir non sa, ma qua e la ualtella ; 

Vid' io lo Minotauro far cotale. 

E quegli accorto grido : Corn al varco ; 
Mentre eh' e in furia, e buon che tu ti cale. 

Cost prendemmo via giu per lo scarco 
Di quelle pietre, che spesso moviensi 
Sotto i miei pietli per lo nuovo careo. 

Io gla pcnsando ; e quel disse : Tu pensi 
Forae a questa roviiia, ch' e guardata 
Da quell' ira bestial, ch' io ora spensi. 

Or vo' che sappi, che 1' altra fiata 

Ch' io discesi quaggiu ncl basso Inferno, 
Questa roccia non era ancor cascata. 

Ma certo, poco pria, se ben discerno, 
Che venisae Colui, che la gran preda 
Lev6 a Dite del cerchio superno, 

Da tutte parti 1' alta valle feda 

Trem6 b\, ch' io peusai che 1' Universe 
Sentisse amor, per Io quale e chi creda 

Piii volte il mondo in caos converso : 
E in quel punto questa vecehia roccia 
Qui, e altrove, tal fece riverso. 

Ma ficca gli occbi a valle ; che s' approccia 
La riviera del sangue, in la qual bolle 
Qual che per violenza in altrui noccia. 

O cieca cupidigia, o ira folle, 
Che si ci sproni nella vita corta, 
E nel' eterna poi si mal c' immolle ! 
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As the fierce bull broke loose, the mortal blow 

That moment when roceiv'd, with staggering frame, 
Unable to advance, skips to and fro ; 

The Minotaur I saw now do the same : 

The, wary Chief cried : " To the passage haste, 
So to get down, ere cools the madding flame." 

Thus made we our descent along the waste 

Of those loose stones, that oft beneath my tread 
Felt the new weight, and shifted, as I pass'd. 

In a deep muse I walk'd : " Perhaps," he said, 
" Thou thinkest of the breach, whose warder fell, 
That bestial fury, I have laid as dead. 

Now know, to this profundity of Hell, 

When th' other time I went descending here, 
This cliff was not yet launch'd into the dell. 

But true it is, if I distinguish clear, 

That shortly ere His advent, who the prey 
Of the First Circle snatch'd from Lucifer, 

The whole of this foul valley with dismay 

So trembled, that I decm'd with Heavenly Love 
The Universe all mov'd : and hence some say 

That oft the world has Chaos had to prove. 

Then here, and elsewhere, with such Btrange reverse 
This ancient rock came tumbling from above. 

But gaze upon the valley ; for its course 

There the Blood-Eiver rolls along the plain ; 

In which they boil, who others wrong'd by force." 

O blind cupidity ! 0 rage insane ! 

So swift in this short life to goad us on, 
Then so to drown us in eternal pain ! 
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lo vidi tin' ampia fossa in arco torta, 

Come quella che tutto il piano abbraccia, 
Secondo ch' avea detto la mia scorta : 

E tra il pie della ripa ed essa, in traccia 
Correan Centauri armati di saette, 
Come solean nel mondo andare a caccia. 

Vendendoci calar ciascun ristette, 
E della schiera tre si dipartiro 
Cou arcbi e asticciuole prima elette : 

E 1' un grid6 da lungi : A qual martiro 
Venite voi, die scendete la costa 1 
Ditcl costinci, Be non, 1' arco tiro. 

Lo mio Maestro disse : La risposta 
Farem noi a Chiron costi di presso : 
Mai fu la voglia tua sempre si tosta. 

Poi mi tent&, e disse : Quegli e Nesso, 
Cbe mori per la bella Dcianira, 
E fe' di sfe la vendetta egli atesao. 

E quel di mezzo, che al petto si mira, 

E il gran Chirone, il qual nudrio Achille : 
Quell' altro e Folo, cbe fu si pien d' ira. 

Dintorno al fosso vanno a mille a mille, 
Saettando qual' anima si svelle 
Del sangue piu che sua colpa sortille. 

Noi ci appressammo a quelle flere snelle : 
Chiron prese uno strale, e con la cocca 
Fece la barba indietro alle mascelle. 

Quando b' ebbe scoperta la gran bocca, 
Disse ai compagni : Siete voi accorti, 
Che quel di rietro move ci6 ch' ei tocca ? 
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I saw a foss, curv'el like a bow, as one 

Meant by its breadth the plain entire to embrace, 
Already as my Guide to me had shown. 

Centaurs were running o'er the middle space, 
With arrows arm'd, in one continuous line ; 
As hunters on the earth are wont to chase. 

They halted, noting us on the decline ; 

And forward three came of their company, 
With store of bows, and choice of javelin. 

One cried from far ; " Say, to what agony 

Ye go, who there descend the mountain brow 1 
Tell us from thence ; if not, mine arrows fly." 

My Master said ; " To Chiron, when below, 
Our answer we will give, who there is near : 
Your will so rash has ever prov'd your woe." 

Then touching me he said ; " That's Nessus there, 
Who for Dejanira Bhed his blood, 
And his own vengeance did himself prepare. 

He, in the midst, who stoops in thoughtful mood, 
Is the great Chiron, who Achilles rear'd ; 
Pholus stands next, whom anger bo subdued." 

All round the foss they troop, a countless herd, 
Shooting, to pierce whatever spirit they view 
Root himself out, beyond his sin's award- 
Near to these nimble-footed beasts we drew : 
Chiron an arrow seiz'd : his matted beard 
Behind his jaws back with the notch he threw, 

When thus, for speech, his mighty mouth he'd clear'd, 
" Have you observ'd," he to his comrades said, 
" That what the hind one treads upon is stin-'d 1 
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Cosl non soglion fare i pie de' morti. 

E il mio buon Duca, che gii gli era al petto, 

Ove le due nature son consorti, 
Rispose : Ben k vivo ; e si aoletto 

Mostrarli mi convien la valle buia : 

Necessity il c' induce, e non diletto. 
Tal si parti da can tare alleluia, 

Che mi commise quest' uficio nuovo ; 

Non e ladron, n& io anima fuia. 
Ma per quella virtii, per cui io nmovo 

Li pasai miei per si selvaggia strada, 

Danne un de' tuoi, a cui noi siamo a pruovo, 
Che ne dimostri \k ovc ai guada, 

E che porti costui in su la groppa, 

Che non e spirto che per l'aer vada. 
Chiron si volse in sulla deatra poppa, 

E disse a NeBso : Torna, e si li guida ; 

E fa eansar, a' altra schiera v' intoppa. 
Noi ci movemmo colla scorta fida 

Lungo la proda del bollor vermiglio, 

Ove i bolliti faceano alte strida. 
Io vidi gente sotto infino al ciglio ; 

E il gran Ccntauro disae : Ei son tiranni, 

Che dier nel sangue e nelF aver di piglio. 
Qnivi si piangon li spietati darnii : 

Quivi e Alessandro, e Dionisio fero, 

Che fe' Cicilia aver dolorosi anni : 
E quella fronte che ha il pel cosl nero 

E Azzolino ; e quell' altro, ch' e biondo, 

E Obizzo da Eati, il qual per vero 
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Not thus are wont to step the roaming dead : " 
And my good Guide, his breast who now stood by, 
Where the two natures in his body wed, 

Replied ; " He lives indeed ; and none, but I, 
Must shew him the dread vale, of light bereft ; 
Thither he goes compell'd, and not for joy. 

'Twas one, who songs of ' Hallelujah ' left, 
In trust who gave rne this new task untried : 
No robber he ; nor I condemn'd for theft. 

But, by that power, in heaven Beatified, 

Through which so wild a way I traverse, spare 
One of thy company, to he our guide ; 

To point, where lies the ford, and safely bear 
Him over on his back ; for, as thou seest, 
He's not a spirit, that can float in air." 

Then Chiron bent him round on his right breast, 
And said to Nessus ; " Turn, as their escort, 
And scare, if any troop should them molest." 

Thus by the trusty guide we safe were brought 
Along the brink of the red boiling surge, 
With the loud yells of scalding sinners fraught. 

People 1 saw, steep'd to the eyebrow's verge : 
" Lo ! these are tyrants," the huge Centaur said, 
" Dealers in blood and spoil, a nation's scourge. 

Their heartless wrongs they rue, thus sore bested : 
There's Alexander ; Dionysius there, 
Through whom so long wept Sicily, and bled. 

And he, whose brow so shades the dark black hair, 
Is Azzolin ; that other, too, behold, 
Obizzo of Este, with a front more fair, 
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Fu spento dal figliastro su nel mondo. 
Allor mi volsi al Poeta ; e quei disse ; 
Questi ti sia or primo, ed io secondo. 

Poco piu oltre il Centauro s' affisse 
Sovra una gente, che infino alia gola 
Parea chc di quel bulicame uscisae. 

Mostrocci un' ombra dall' un canto sola, 
Dicendo : Colui fesse, in grembo a Dio, 
Lo cuor che in sul Tamigi ancor si cola 

Poi vidi genti, che di fuor del rio 

Tenean la testa e ancor tutto il casso : 
E di costoro assai riconobb' io. 

Cosl a pin a piu si facea basso 

Quel sangue si, che copria pur li piedi : 
E quivi fu del fosso il nostro passo. 

Si come tu da questa parte vedi 
Lo bulicame che scmpre si scema, 
Disse il Centauro, voglio che tu credi, 

Che da quest' altra a piu a piu gift prema 
Lo fondo suo, infin che si raggiunge 
Ove la tirannia convien che gema. 

La di\-ina giustizia di qua punge 

Quell' Attila che fu flagello in terra, 
E Pirro, e Sesto ; ed in etenio munge 

Le lagrime, che col bollor disserra, 
A Einier da Corneto, a Rinier Pazzo, 
Che fecero alle strade tanta guerra. 

Poi si rivolse, e ripassossi il guazzo. 
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Kfll'd by his stepson — let the truth be told." 
Then turn'd I to the Poet ; and he spake ; 
" Now he the first, the second place I'll hold." 
Ere long the Centaur stopp'd, a pause to make, 
Hard by a people to the throat uprear'd, 
Above the surface of the simmering lake. 
A solitary shade, who thus appear'd. 

He shew'd us, saying ; " This, in God's own breast, 
Struck through the heart, still on the Thames rever'd." 
Then saw I some, who head ; some, all the chest 
And trunk who rais'd above the river low ; 
And knowledge of great numbers I possess'd. 
Thus ebb'd that blood, lessoning with gradual flow, 
"Till but the feet it cover'd near the sand : 
Here lay the ford, by which we had to go. 
"Just as thou seest on this side of the strand 
The boiling spring sinks shallow, so believe," 
The Centaur said, " that on the other hand 
From deeper bed its gory waters heave, 
Uprising more and more ; 'till it regains 
The point, where tyranny is doom'd to grieve. 
Justice Divine chastises here with pains 
That Attila, a scourge to mortals sent, 
Pyrrhus, and Sextus : tears it ever strains, 
Which through the boiling heat obtain a vent, 
From the two Riniers, bloody partners, who 
Their lives in warring on the high-ways spent." 
Then turning back he pass'd the ford anew. 
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Non era ancor di la Neaso arrivato, 
Quando noi ci mettemmo per un bosco, 
Che da nessun sentiero era segnato. 

Non frondi verdi, ma di color fosco ; 
Non rami schietti, ma nodosi e involti ; 
Non pomi v* eran, ma stecchi con tosco. 

Non han si aspri sterpi ne si folti 

Quelle fiere selvagge, che in odio hanno 
Tra Cecilia e Cometo i luoghi colti. 

Quivi le brutte Arpie lor nido fanno, 
Che cacciar delle Strofade i Troiani 
Con tristo annunzio di futuro danno. 

Ale hanno late, e colli e visi umani, 

Pie con artigli, e pennuto il gran ventre : 
Fanno lamenti in su gli alberi strani. 

E il buon Maestro : Prima che pin entre, 
Sappi che sei nel secondo girone, 
Mi cominci6 a dire ; e sarai, mentre 

Che tu verrai all' orribil sabbione. 
Per6 riguarda bene, e si vedrai 
Cose, che daran fede al mio sermone. 
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Not yet had Nessus reach'd the other side 
Of the Red-River, when a woodland near 
We enter'd, void of path to serve as guide. 

No branches smooth, hut gnarl'd and bent, were here ; 
No verdant leaves, but all of sombre stain ; 
No fruits, but stubs of poison rank appear.^ 

Brushwood so sharp, so tangled, ne'er did gain, 
'Tween Cecina and Corneto, regions wild, 
Those savage beasts, that hate the cultur'd plain. ' 

Here their foul nests the ugly Harpies build, 
Who from the Strophades the Trojans drove, 
With sad presage of sorrows unfulfiU'd. 

Wide wings they have ; human their shape above ; 
Their feet sharp claws, their big paunch feathers shew ; 
With dismal moans they haunt the mystick grove. 

And the kind Master then address'd me : " Know, 
Ere thou proceed, that to the Second Round 
Thou art arriv'd, and in it thou shalt go, 

Until thou reach, where horrid sands abound : 

Therefore observe ; and things thou sure shalt see, 
Which to my Poem's credit shall redound." 
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Io sentia gifi d' ogni parte trar guai, 
E non vedea persona che il facesee ; 
Per ch.' io tutto smarrito m' arrestai. 

I' credo ch' ei credettc ch' io credesse, 
Che tanto voci uscisser tra que' bronchi 
Da gente che per noi si nascondease. 

Perd dissc il Maestro : Se tu tronchi 
Qualche fraschetta d' una d' cate piant«, 
Li pensier ch' hai si faran tutti monchi. 

AJlor porsi la mano un poco avarite, 
E colsi un ramuscel da un gran pruno, 
E il tronco suo gridi : Pcrche mi schiante 1 

Da che fatto fu poi di sangue bruno, 
Ricominci& a gridar : Perchd mi scerpi 1 
Non hai tu spirto di pietate alcuno I 

Uomini fummo, ed or siam fatti sterpi : 
Ben dovrehh' eeser la tua roan piii pia, 
Se state fossimo anime di scrpi. 

Come d' un stizzo verde, che arso sia 
Dall' un de' capi, che dall' altro geme, 
E cigola per vento ehe va via ; 

SI della scheggia rotta usciva insieme 
Parole e sangue : ond' io lasciai la cilna 
Cadere, e stetti come 1' uoin che teme. 

S' egli avesse potuto creder prima, 
Rispoae il Savio mio, anima lesa, 
Ci6 che ha veduto pur con la mia rima, 

Non averehbo in to la man distesa ; 
Ma la cosa incredibile mi fece 
Indurlo ad ovra, ch' a me stesso pesa. 
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I heard loud groaninga sound from every tree ; 
Yet sufferer saw I none : all in surprise 
I stopp'd me short at this new mystery. 

Methinks, he thought it to be my surmise, 

That from some people, in that brushwood hid, 
Through fear of us, such voices did arise. 

" From any of these plants," he therefore said, 

" Pluck a small twig, and all thy thoughts shall end 
Defective, as of empty fancy bred." 

My hand some little forth I then extend ; 
From a big thorn I pull a tiny bough ; 
Itstrunkexclaim'd; " Me wherefore dost thou rend?" 

Again, when darken'd with the gory flow, 

It rais'd the piteous cry ; " Why dost me tear 1 
Hast thou no heart to sympathize with woe 1 

Men we were once, but turn'd to shoots we are ; 
Had we been souls «f viperous brood and make, 
Well might thy hand have shewn more tender care." 

As, lighted at one end, the sapling stake 

Sighs from the other, through the moist green wood, 
And hisses with the wind, that finds its break ; 

So now forth came commingled words and blood 
From the bare gap : the slip with instant fear 
I dropp'd, and like a man, who shudders, stood. 

My Sage replied ; " 0 wounded spirit, hear, 
If he could well have credited before 
What only in my song he saw so clear, 

Ne'er would his hand have ris'n, thy branch to gore. 
Thy state incredible, unless by sense, 
I mov'd him to do that, I now deplore. 
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Ma dilli chi tu fosti, si che, in vece 

D' alcuna ammenda, tua fama rinfreschi 
Net mondo su, dove tornar gli lece, 

E il tronco : Si col dolce dir m 1 adeschi, 
Ch' io non posso tacere ; c voi non gravi 
Perch' io tin poco a ragionar m' inveschi. 

Io son colui, che tenni ambo le chiavi 
Del cor di Federigo, e che le volsi 
Serrando e disserrando si soavi, 

Che dal segreto suo quasi ogni uom tolsi : 
Fede portai al glorioso ulizio, 
Tanto ch' io ne perdei lo BOnno c i polsi. 

La meretrice, che mai dall' ospizio 
Di Cesare non torse gli occhi putti, 
Morte comune, c delle corti vizio, 

Infiammo contra me gli animi tutti, 
E gl' infiamniati iiifianimar si Augusto, 
Che i lieti onor tornaro in tristi lutti. 

L' animo mio, per disdegnoso gusto, 
Credendo col morir fnggir disdegno, 
Ingiusto fece me contra me giusto. 

Per lc nuove radici d' esto legno 

Vi giuro, che giammai non ruppi fede 
Al mio signor, che fu d' onor al degno. 

E se di voi alcun nel mondo riede, 
Conforti la memoria mia, che giace 
Ancor del colpo che invidia le diede. 

Un poco attese, e poi : Da ch' ei si tace, 
Disse il Poeta a me, non perder V ora ; 
Ma parla, e chiedi a lui, sc piii ti piace. 



CANTO XIII. 



65 



But tell him, who thou wast ; that he, from hence 
Back to the world, by leave, returning, may 
Revive thy fame, as some small recompence." 

And the trunk said ; " The charm thy words convey, 
Forbids me silence : let it not displease, 
If, thus allur'd, I more proceed to say. 

Know, I am he, who guarded both the keys 

Of Frederick's heart : and them I knew to move, 
In locking or unlocking, with such ease, 

All others from his trust I nearly drove. 
My glorious function I did so maintain, 
That to my life I made it fatal prove. 

The harlot, who has ne'er her lewd eyes ta'on 
From Cffisar's hostel, and Imperial hall, 
Envy, the vice of courts, and deadly bane, 

Fir'd every heart against me, to my fall ; 

The fir'd ones Frederick fir'd to such degree, 

My honours glad were chang'd to death's sad pall. 

My soul, that thought by death disdain to flee, 
Onward impell'd in its disdainful mood, 
Against myself, when just, unjust made me. 

By the new roots, that prop this penal wood, 
I swear, that to my worthiest Sovereign 
My fealty unbroken always stood. 

If either of you sec the world again, 
Raise up, I pray, my memory, that low 
E'er since beneath th' invidious stab has lain." 

He paus'd ; the Poet then to me ; " Since now 
Silent he waits, lose not th' occasion fair ; 
But speak ; demand, if more thou seek'st to know." 
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Ond' io a lui : Dimandal tu ancora 

Di quel che credi ch' a me soddisfaccia ; 
Ch' io non potrei : tanta pieta m' accora. 

Pero ricomiDci6 : Se 1' uom ti faccia 
Liheramente ci6 cho il tuo dir prega, 
Spirito incarcerate, ancor ti piaccia 

Di dime come 1' anima si lega 

In questi nocchi ; e dinne, se tu puoi, 
S' alcuna mai da tai membra si spiega. 

Allor soffio lo tronco forte, e poi 

Si convert! quel vento in cotal voce : 
Brevemente sara rigposto a vol 

Quando si parte 1' anima feroce 

Dal corpo, ond' ella stessa a' e diavelta, 
Minos la manda alia settima foce. 

Cade in la selva, e non 1' k parte scelta ; 
Ma la dove fortuna la balestra, 
Quivi germoglia coine gran di spelta ; 

Surge in vermcna ed in pianta silvestra : 
Le Arpie, pascendo poi delle sue foglie, 
Fanno dolore, ed al dolor nnestra. 

Come 1' altre, verrem per nostre spoglie, 
Ma non pero oh' alcuna sen rivesta : 
Che non e giusto aver cid ch' uom si toglie. 

Qui le strascineremo, e per la mesta 
Selva saranno i nostri corpi appesi, 
Ciascuno al prun dell' ombra sua raolesta. 

Noi eravamo ancora al tronca attesi, 
Credendo ch' altro ne volesso dire ; 
Quando. noi fiimmo d' un romor sorprcsi, 
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Then I to him ; " Ask further thou whate'er 

Thou deem'st, in hearing, would content me well ; 
Such pity rives my heart, I must forhear." 

Then he resumed ; " So may this man fulfil 
Unhinder'd thy request, as thee it please, 
Incarcerated spirit, ua to tell, 

How in the fibres of these knotted trees 

The soul gets bound ; and, if thou may'st, explain, 
If any from such limbs itself e'er frees." 

The trunk breath'd liard, as travailing with pain ; 
That blast was chang'd into this vocal sound ; 
" You shall be answer'd in few words and plain. 

When, by itself inhumanly disown'd. 

The outrageous soul is from the body torn, 
Minos condemns it to the Seventh Round. 

Into the wood, at no fix'd place, forlorn 

It dropB ; but, where blind Fortune it may sling, 
There shoots it forth, like any grain of corn, 

Thus to a sapling and wild plant to spring. 
The Harpies then, who on the foliage prey, 
Pain it, and to the pain an outlet bring. 

We, like the rest, shall seek our spoils of clay ; 
Yet none therewith, on that account, be clad : 
Self must not have what self has snatch'd away. 

Them hither we shall drag ; and here convey'd 
Through the sad forests, they shall swing in air, 
Each on the thorn of its own murdrous shade." 

Still close attention to the trunk we bare, 

Thinking it more would tell ; when in our ears 
Sounded a noise, that took us unaware ; 
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Similemente a colui, che venire 

Sente il porco e la caccia alia sua posta, 
Ch' ode le bestie e le frasche stormire. 

Ed ecco duo dalla sinistra costa, 
Nudi e grafBati fuggendo s\ forte, 
Che della selva rompieno ogni rosta. 

Quel dinanzi : Ora accorri, accorri, morte. 
E 1' altro, a cui pareva tardar troppo, 
Gridava : Lano, b1 non furo accorte 

Le gambe tuo alle giostre del Toppo. 
E poi che forse gli fallia la lena, 
Di se e d' un cespuglio fe' un groppo. 

Dirietro a loro era la selva piena 
Di nere cagne bramose e correnti. 
Come vehri che uscisser di catena. 

In quel, che s' appiatto, miser li denti, 
E quel dilaeeraro a brano a brano ; 
Poi sen port&r quelle membra dolenti. 

Prcscmi allor la mia scorta per mano, 
E menommi al cespuglio che piangea 
Per Io rotture sanguinenti, invano. 

0 Jacopo, dicea, da Sant' Andrea, 
Che t' c giovato di me fare schermo 
Che colpa ho io della tua vita rea I 

Quando il Maestro fu sovr' esso fermo, 
Disse : Chi fusti, che per tante punte 
SofB col sangue doloroso sermo 1 

E quegli a noi : 0 anime, che giunte 
Siete a veder lo strazio disonesto, 
Che le mie frondi ha si da me disgiunte. 
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Like unto him, who, as the boar-hunt nears, 
Feels its quick coming to his station'd place, 
Who the scar'd beasts, the crashing branches hears. 

And, on the left, Lo ! spirits two in chase, 
Naked and torn, who through the forest burst, 
Bearing down every hindrance to their race. 

" Come now, come to me, Death," exclaim'd the first ; 
And th' other, who perceiv'd his flight too slow, 
" Lano," cried out, " at Toppo's martial joust, 

No such agility thy legs did shew : " 

And then, for failure of his breath, may be, 
Close in a bush he burrow'd, crouching low. 

Behind them all the wood was full to see 
Of bitch-dogs black, and greedy of the prey ; 
As greyhounds, from the leash when just set free, 

Their teeth they drove in him, who squatting lay ; 
And tore him piece-meal from the foot to head ; 
Then with those quivering limbs they stole away. 

My Guide now took mo by the hand, and led 
Towards the rifled bush, which, all in vain, 
Through every gaping fissure wept and bled. 

" O James of holy Andrew," it cried, " what gain 
Hast thou in making me thy screen and hood 1 
What guilt have I in all thy life profane 1" 

The Master, having o'er it stopp'd and stood, 

Said ; "Who wast thou, that speakesfc thus aggriev'd, 
Through manyawound puffing up words and blood}" 

And he to us ; "0 souls, in time arriv'd 
Of this foul massacre to gain the sight, 
Which of my foliage me has thus depriv'd, 
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Raccoglietele al pie del tristo cesto : 
Io fui della citti, che nel Battista 
Cangib '1 primo padrone : ond' ei per questo 

Sempra con ¥ arte sua la fara trista. 
E se non fosse che in sul passo d' Arno 
Rimane ancor di lui aleuna vista ; 

Quei cittadin, che poi la rifondarao 
Sovra il cenor che <!' Attila rimase, 
Avrebber fatto lavorare indarno. 

Io fei giubbetto a me delle mie case. 
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My leaves at foot of this sad shrub unite : 
I of that city was, for Baptist John 
That chang'd its first protector, who, for spite, 

Will, therefore, to its grief, avenge the wrong. 
And, did not on fair Arno's bridge remain 
Some semblance yet, his memory to prolong, 

Those citizens, who rais'd its walls again 
Low from the ashes, Attila left there, 
Would all their labour have employ'd in vain. 

My gibbet, of my house, I did prepare." 
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Poiche la caritfi del natio loco 

Mi atriuse, raunai le froude sparte, 
E rende' le a colui, ch' era gi& roco. 

Indi venimmo al fine, ove si parte 
Lo secondo giron dal terzo, e dove 
Si vede di giustizia orribil 1 arte. 

A ben manifestar le cose nuove, 
Dico ch' arrivanimo ad una landa, 
Che dal auo letto ogni pianta rimuove. 

La dolorosa selva 1' e ghirlanda 

Intorno, come il fosso tristo ad essa : 
Quivi fermammo i piedi a randa a randa. 

Lo spazzo era una rena arida e apesaa, 
Non d' altra foggia fatta che colei, 
Che da' pife di Caton gia fu soppreasa. 

0 vendetta di Dio, quanto tu dei 
Euser temuta da ciascun, che legge 
Ci6 che fu manifesto agli occhi miei ! 

D' anime nude vidi molte gregge, 

Che piangean tutte aasai miseramente, 
E parea poata lor diversa legge. 
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Consthain'd by love of my dear native home, 
The leaves dispers'd I gather'd to the tree, 
And render'd to the trunk, now hoarse become. 

We wended then towards tli' extremity, 

Where parts the Second from the next Third Zone, 
And where the dread Judicial art we see. 

To make the fresh appearances well known, 
I say, we now approach'd a level ground, 
On whose forbidding soil no plant is grown. 

The wood of sadness circles it around ; 
As girds the wood the Banguinary foss : 
Here on its edge we scarce a footing found. 

'Twas all a sandy waste, dense, arid, coarse ; 
Not otherwise in fashion form'd, methought, 
That what the feet of Cato strove to cross. 

Vengeance of God ! Ah, what appalling thought 
Deep should'st thou stir in all, who in my song 
Read of the vision clear before me brought ! 

I saw of souls unbodied a vast throng, 
Sore weeping all in most distressful case : 
A different law seem'd each impos'd upon. 
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Supin giaceva in terra alcuna gente ; 
Alcuna si sedca tutta raccolta, 
Ed altra andava continuamcnte. 

Quella cho giva intorno era pifi molta, 
E quella men, che giaceva al tonnento, 
Ma piii al duolo avea la lingua sciolta. 

Sovra tutto il sabbion d' un cadcr lento 
Piovean di fitoco dilatate falde, 
Come di neve in alpe senza vento. 

Quali Alessandro in quelle parti calde 
D' India vide sovra lo suo stuolo 
Fiamme cadere infino a terra salde ; 

Per ch' ei prowide a scalpitar !o suolo 
Con le sue Bcbiere, perciocche il vapore 
Me' ei ■stingueva mentre ch' era solo : 

Tale scondeva 1' etcrnale ardore ; 
Onde 1' arena s' accendea, com' eaca 
Sotto.il focile, a doppiar lo dolore. 

Senza riposo mai era la tresea 

Delle misere mani, or quindi or quinci 
Iscotendo da se 1' arsura freaca. 

Io cominciai : Maestro, tu che vinci 
Tutte le cose, fuor die i Dimon duri, 
Ch' all' entrar della porta incontro uscin< 

Chi 6 quel grande, che non par che curi 
Lo incendio, e giace dispettoso e torto, 
SI che la pioggia non par che il maturi ) 

E quel medesmo, che si fuo accorto 
Ch' io dimandava 0 mk> Duca di lui, 
Grido : Qual fui vivo, tal son morto. 
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Some on the ground lay flat with upward face ; 

Others sat crouching prone with bodies bent ; 

And others, shifting, roam'd from place to place. 
The most in number they, who restless went ; 

Fewer, who in their agonies lay low ; 

Yet to their grief allow'd a noisier vent. 
Of fiery flakes a rain, down pouring slow, 

Dilated fell, the torrid sand all o'er ; 

As falls, when winds are whist, the Alpine snow. 
Marching through sultry Ind, in times of yore, 

Such Alexander saw assail his band ; 

Flames to the earth their living heat that bore. 
Wherefore he made his squadrons tramp the land, 

Wisely providing; for, when single found, 

The scorching bane 'twas easier to withstand. 
So here the eternal burning reach'd the ground ; 

Whereby the sand, like tinder 'neath the steel, 

Igniting, spread a two-fold pain around. 
Their wretched hands, in quick untiring reel, 

Brash off from thiB, and now from th' other side 

The fresh combustion, less the heat to feel. 
I then began : " Master, victorious Guide 

O'er alL save th' obstinate demonian crew, 

Who at the entry-gate our steps defied ; 
That great one, who appears the fire to view 

Keckless, and scowling lies with scornful head, 

As if unsoften'd by the mellowing dew, 
Say, who is he : " and, noting what I said, 

When thus of him I spake, himself exclaim'd : 

" Such as I was alive, such am I dead. 
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Se Giove stanchi il buo fabbro, da cui 
Crucciato prese la folgore acuta, 
Onde 1' ultimo d\ percosso fui ; 

E b' egli stanchi gli altri a muta a muta 
In Mongibello alia fucina negra, 
Gridando : Buon Vulcano, aiuta, aiuta, 

SI com' ei fece alia pugna di Flegra ; 
E me saetti di tutta sua forza, 
Non no potrebbe aver vendetta allegra. 

Allora U Duca mio parlo di forza 

Tanto, ch' io non 1* avea si forte udito : 
0 Capaneo, in cib che non b' ammorza 

La tua Buperbia, sei tu piu punito : 
Nullo martirio, fuor cbe la tua rabbia, 
Sarebbe al tuo furor dolor compito. 

Poi ai rivolse a me con miglior labbia, 
Dicendo : Quel fu 1' un de' sette regi 
Ch' assiser Tebe ; ed ebbe, e par ch' egli abbia 

Dio in diadegno, o poco par che il pregi : 
Ma, come io dissi lui, li suot dispetti 
Sono al suo petto assai debiti fregi. 

Or mi vien dietro, e guarda che non metti 
Ancor li piedi nell' arena arsiccia ; 
Ma sempre al bosco gli ritieni stretti 

Tacendo divenimmo la ove spiccia 
Fuor della selva un picciol fiumicello, 
Lo cui rossore ancor mi raccapriccia. 

Quale del BuHcame esce il ruscello, 
Che parton poi tra lor le peccatriei ; 
Tal per 1' arena giu sen giva quello. 
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Were Jove to tire his armourer, who fram'd 
Those riving bolts of his obdurate ire, 
On the last day which mo transfix'd and maim'd ; 

Or, one by one, were he the rest to tire, 
In the black smithy of huge Mongibell, 
Crying, ' Help help, good Vulcan, I require ; ' 

{His words, at Phlegra's fight, recorded well), 
Or, on me let him all his quiver void ; 
Yet to his joy this vengeance should not tell." 

Then spake my Guide in language such, as show'd 
A zeal I ne'er in him had heard before : 
" O Capaneus, in this, because thy pride 

Survives in Hell, thou art chastis'd the more : 

Naught, but thine own undying rage, would prove 
Torment enough to quit thy fury's score." 

He turn'd to me with blander voice of love, 

Saying : " This 'mong the seven confederate kings, 
Who Thebes besieg'd, was one : he ever Jove 

Defied, and still, meseems, contempt he flings. 
But, as I told him, the despite he shews 
To his proud soul a fit adornment brings. 

Now follow me, and mind, not to expose 

On the burnt sand thy feet, but keep them still 
Close, where the wood its sure protection throws." 

We reach'd, in silence, where a gentle rill 
Leaps from the forest ; of such crimson flush, 
That now its memory makes my senses thrill. 

As from the spring of Bulicame gush 

Those waters, which tho sinning women share ; 
So o'er the sand spread this with downward rush. 
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Lo fondo buo ed ambo le pendici 

Fatt' eran pietra, e i margini da lato : 
Per ch' io m' accorsi che il passo era lici. 
Tra tutto 1' altro ch' io t' Iio dimostrato, 
Poscia che noi entrammo per la porta, 
Lo cui soghare a nessuno b negato, 
Cosa non fu dagli tuoi occhi scorta 
Notabile, com' e il prcsente rio, 
Che Eopra si tutte fi amine Lie ammorta. 
Queste parole fur del Duca mio : 

Per ch' io pregai, che mi largisse il pasto, 
Di cui largito m' aveva il dUdo. 
In mezzo il mar siede un paese guasto, 
Diss' egli allora, che s' appella Creta, 
Sotto il cui Rege fu gia il mondo casto. 
Una montagna v' i, che gia fu lieta 

D' acque e di fronde, cho si chiama Ida ; 
Ora i deserta come cosa vieta. 
Kea la scelse gia per cuna fida 

Del suo figliuolo, e per celarlo meglio, 
Quando piangea, vi facea far le grida. 
Dentro dal monte sta dritto un gran veglio, 
Che tien volte le spalle invfr- Damiata, 
E Eoma guarda si come suo speglio. 
La sua testa o di fino oro fonnata, 

E puro argento son le breccia e il petto ; 
Poi i di rame infino alia forcata : 
Da indi in giuso e tutto fcrro eletto, 
Salvo die il destro piede e terra cotta, 
E sta in su quel, piu che in su 1' altro, eretto. 
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Its bed and hanging banks transmuted were 

Both to hard stone ; and so, on either side, 

The margins : whence I learnt our pass was there. 
" Among the scenes, to which I've been thy Guide, 

E'er since, when entering at that gate wo came, 

Whose threshold stands wide ope, to none denied. 
This present stream thy chiefest note must claim, 

Beyond whate'er thine eyes have yet survey'd ; 

It deadens on its surface every flame." 
These were my Leader's words : whereat I pray'd, 

That kindly he would give me the repast, 

For which the gift of hunger he had made. 
" On the mid-sea there sits a country waste," 

Then he began ; "this country Crete is styl'd ; 

Under whose King the world of eld was chaste. 
There soars a Mountain ; once it gladly smil'd — 

Ida the name — with springs and foliage crown'd ; 

As musty grown, 'tis now incult and wild. 
Here for her son a trusty cradle found 

Rhea ; what time, to hide the birth from sight, 

The infant cries with noisy shouts she drown'd. 
Within the Mount a great old man upright 

Stands, with the back toward Damiata plac'd ; 

And facing Rome, as if his mirror bright 
In gold well purified his head is cast ; 

In silver fine the breast, the arms, the hands ; 

And then 'tis brass, down to beneath the waist. 
Below, 'tis all of temper'd iron bands, 

Save the right foot, compos'd of potter's mould ; 

And more on this, than th' other foot, he stands. 
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Ciaacuna parte, fuor che 1' oro, e rotta 
D' una fcssura che lagrime goccia, 
Le quali accolte foran quella grotta. 

Lor corso in queata valle si diroccia : 
Famio Acheronte, Stige, e Flegetonta ; 
Poi sen van giu per questa stretta doccia 

Infin 14, ove piii non si dismonta : 

Fanno Cocito ; e qual sia quello stagno, 
Tu il vederai ; peri qui non si conta. 

Ed io a lui : Se il presente rigagno 
Si deriva cosl dal nostro mondo, 
Perche ci appar pure a queato vivagno 1 

Ed cgli a me : Tu sai che il luogo c tondo, 
E tutto che tu sii venuto molto 
Pur a sinistra giu calando al fondo, 

Non se' ancor per tutto il cerchio v61to ; 
Perche, se cosa n' appariace nuova, 
Non dee addur maraviglia al tuo volto. 

Ed io ancor : Maestro, ove si trova 
Flegetonte e Leteo, che dell' un taci, 
E 1' altro di' che si fa d' esta piova 1 

In tutte tue question certo mi piaci, 
Rispose ; ma il bollor dell' acqua roasa 
Dovea ben solver 1' una che tu faci 

Leto vedrai, ma fuor di queata fossa, 
La ove vanno V animo a lavarsi, 
Quando la colpa pentuta 6 rimossa. 

Poi diaae : Omai e tempo da scoatarsi 
Dal boeco ; fa che diretro a me vegne. 
Li margini fan via, che non aon arsi, 

E aopra loro ogni vapor si spegne. 
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Each part is fractur'd, saving that of gold, 

In one vast cleft, whence trickle drops of tears ; 
These mingling bore through that cavernous hold. 

Their flow from rock to rock here downward bears ; 
They form Styx, Acheron, and Phlegethon ; 
Then through yon narrow duct the stream retires 

To the last lowest flat, where, roll'd in one, 
They form Cocytus : what may be that lake, 
Thou shalt behold : I speak not now thereon." 

And I to him ; "But, if this runnel take 

Its ma^y course down from our world, then why 
Here only at this edge does it forth break 1 " 

And he to mo ; " These realms in circles lie, 

Thou know'st ; and, though come far in thy survey 
Thou art towards the deep-most cavity, 

Still turning left, yet the whole circling way 

Thou hast not rang'd; if aught then new appear, 
Thy countenance no wonder need betray." 

" But where is Phlegethon 1 and Lethe— where 1 " 

Form'd of these tears thou th' other dost declare." 

" Me pleases, sure, thine every question ; " 

He answer'd ; " hut the boiling stream's red swell 
Should have resolv'd one doubt, thou dwell'st upon. 

Lethe thou shalt behold, yet not in Hell ; 

But there, where souls retire to wash them clean, 
And all their guilt by penitence expel." 

" Now is the time arriv'd," he added then, 

" To leave the wood : mind, follow me with care : 
For path, these unburnt margins intervene, 

And over them all fire dissolves in air." 
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Ora cen porta 1' un de' duri margini, 
E il fummo det ruscel di sopra aduggia, 
SI cho dal ftioco aalva ]' acqua e gli argini. 

Quale i Fiamminghi, tr.i Guzzante e Braggia, 
Temendo il fiotto che in vSr lor s' avventa, 
Fanno lo schermo, perclie il mar si fuggia : 

E quale i Padovan, luiigo la Brenta, 
Per difender lor ville e lor castelli, 
Anzi clie Chiaretitatia il caldo senta ; 

A tale imagine eraii fatti quelli, 
Tutto che ah si alti si grossi, 
Qual che si fosse, lo maestro fellt. 

Gia eravam dalla selva rimoasi 

Tanto, ch' io non avrei visto dov' era, 
Perch' io indietro rivolto mi fossi, 

Quaiido iiicontrammo d' amine una schiera, 
Che veula lungo 1' argine, e ciascuna 
Ci riguardava, come suole da sera 

Guardar 1' un. 1' altro sotto nuova luiia ; 
E si ver noi aguzzavan le ciglia, 
Come vecchio sartor fa nella cruna. 
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Now bears us on the stony margin hard, 

O'er which the rivulet's fume, exhaling near, 
Ascends, the water and the hanks to guard. 

As in the muund defensive, which, in fear 
Of the high flood, and its impetuous flaw, 
'Tween Bruges and Catzand the Fleiaings rear ; 

Or th' other dyke, which they of Padua 

Along the Breut, their towns and forts to screen. 
Erect, ere Chiarentina feels the thaw ; 

Of similar construction those were seen ; 

Although less lofty, less enlarg'd the mound ; 
Whoe'er its master-workman may have been. 

We had already pass'd the woodland -bound 
So great a distance, that in vain my sight 
Hail sought it, had I turn'd me fully round. 

When on a company of souls we light 
The hank alongside trooping : narrowly 
Each us regarded, as at eve one might, 

Under the pale new moon, a stranger spy : 

Their brows they fix'd sharp-set, none other wise 
Than strains th' old stitcher at the needle's eye. 
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Cosi adocchiato da cotal famiglia, 
Fui conosciuto da un, che mi prese 
Per lo lembo, e grid6 : Qual maraviglia ! 

Ed io, quando il suo braceio a rae disteae, 
Ficcai gli occhi per lo cotto aspetto 
SI, che il viso abbruciato non difese 

La conoscenza sua al mio intelletto ; 
E chinando la mia alia sua faccia, 
Risposi : Siete voi qui, Ser Brunetto 1 

E quegli : 0 figliuol mio, non ti dispiaccia, 
Se Brunetto Latini un poco teco 
Ritoma indietro, e lascia andar la traccia. 

Io dissi lui : Quanto posso ven preco ; 
E se volete che con voi m' asseggia, 
Far6l, se piace a costui, chfe vo aeco. 

O figliuol, disse, qnal di questa grcggia 
S' arresta punto, giace poi cent' anni 
Senza arrostarsi quanda il fuoco il feggia. 

Per6 va oltre : io ti vcrr6 a' panni, 
E poi rigiugnero la mia raasnada, 
Che va piangendo i suoi eterni danni. 

Io non osava acender della strada 

Per andar par di lui ; ma il capo chino 
Tcnea, com' uom che riverente vada. 

Ei comincifc : Qual fortuna, o destino, 
Anzi 1' ultimo di quaggiu ti mena % 
E chi e questi, che mostra il cammino? 

Lassfi di eopra in la vita aerena, 

Eispos' io lui, mi amarri' in una valle, 
Avanti che 1' eta mia fosse piena. 
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Scann'd by a family so vast in size, 

I readily was known by one, who caught 

Hold of my skirt, and cried, "What a surprise !" 

And I, to reach me when his arms he brought, 
So close perus'd the aspect bak'd and sere, 
That the scarr'd countenance prevented naught 

My recognition of his person clear : 
Bending my face to his, I thereupon 
Answer'd, " What ! Ser Brunetto, are you here V 

And lie ; " Oh, grateful may it prove, my son, 
If Brunetto Latini now with thee 
Turn back awhile ; and let the troop file on." 

And I ; " For this I pray thee mightily : 
I'll seat me at your side, if you approve, 
And he, with whom I journey, shall agree." 

" 0 son," he said, " whoever of thia drove 
Stops hut a moment, must a hundred years 
Endure the fire-stroke, without power to move. 

Therefore, walk on ; and I beneath the piers 
Will keep me at thy skirt, and then repair 
To mine, who mourning go in endless tears." 

To leave the higher ground I did not dare, 
To join him side by side ; but my head low 
I stoop'd, as one, who walks with reverent care. 

He then ; " What chance, or fate, I fain would know, 
Brings theo down here, before thy life's last day i 
And who is this, thy Guide, tho way to shew !" 

" Yonder above, in life's sweet tranquil bay," 
I answer'd him, " my prime not fully come. 
In a lone vale obscure I lost my way. 
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Pur ier mattina le volsi le spalle : 

Questi m' apparve, ritornando in quella, 
E riducemi a ca' per questo calla 

Ed egU a me : Se tn segui tua stella, 
Non pnoi fallire a glurioso porto, 
Se ben m' accorsi nella vita bella. 

E s' io non fossi si per tempo morto, 
Vcggendo il cielo a te cosi benigno, 
Dato t' avret all' opera conforto. 

Ma quell' ingrato popolo maligno, 
Che discesc di Fiesole ab antico, 
E tiene ancor del monte e del macigno, 

Ti si fara, per tuo ben far, nimico : 
Ed e ragion ; che tra gli lazzi sorbi 
Si disconvien fruttare al dolce fico. 

Vecchia fania nel mondo li chiama orbi, 
Gente avara, invidiosa, e superba : 
Dai lor costumi fa che tu ti forbL 

La tua fortuna tanto onor ti serba, 

Che 1' una parte e 1' altra avranno fame 
Di te ; ma lungi fia dal becco 1' erba. 

Faccian le bestie Fiesolane strame 

Di lor mcdcsme, e non tocchin la pianta, 
S' alcuna surge ancor nel lor letame. 

In cui riviva la sementa santa 

Di qnei Roman, che vi rimaser quando 
Fu fatto il nido di malizia tanta. 

Se fosse pieno tutto il mio dimando, 
Risposi lui, voi non sareste ancora 
Dell' umana natura posto in bando : 
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It was but yester-morn I tura'd therefrom ; 
On my returning, when he met my view, 
And by this path restores me to my home." 

And he to me : " Only thy star pursue, 

Thou canst not fail ; the glorious port is thine ; 
If in the beauteous life I noted true, 

Had I not sunk so soon in death's decline, 

Seeing thee favour'd thus by Heaven's good-will, 
I would have cheer'd thee in thy bright design. 

But that unthankful people, steep'd in ill, 
Who from Fiesole came down of yore, 
Wearing its rough and flinty nature still, 

For all thy good, will pay thee hatred more : 

Nor strange : for 'mong sharp crabs of baser kind 
111 would the fig produce its luscious store. 

Old rumour in the world proclaims them 1 blind ' — 
A people, fill'd with avarice, envy, pride : 
See that from their's thy ways are well refin'd. 

For thee thy fortune from each factious side 

Reserves sucli honour, both will yearn for thee : 
But let the beak and grass be ne'er allied. 

Leave in their bed those beasts of Fiesole 

To foul themselves ; yet not to touch the shoot, 
If any sprouts from their rank nursery, 

In which revives the holy seed and root 

Of those ancestrial Romans, there who stay'd, 
When wickedness the nest did so pollute." 

" If my desire had found," I answer made, 
" Its full success, not yet had you below 
Been banish'd from mankind among the dead. 
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Che in la mento m' h fitta, ed or m' accuora 
La cara buona imagine patema 
Di voi, quando ncl mondo ad ora ad ora 

M' insegnavate come 1' uom s' eterna : 

E quant' io 1' abbo in grade-, mentr' io vivo 
Convien, cbe nella mia lingua si scema. 

Ci6 che narrate di mio corse, scrim 
E aerbolo a chiosar con altro testo 
A donna che il sapra, s' a lei arrivo. 

Tanto vogl' io che vi sia manifesto, 
Pur che rcia cosclenza non mi garra, 
Che alia fortuna, come vuol, son presto. 

Non e nuova agli orecchi miei tale arra : 
Perd giri Fortuna la sua rota, 
Come le piace, e il viJlan la sua marra. 

Lo mio Maestro allora in snlla gota 

Destra si volse indietro, e riguardommi : 
Poi disse : Bene ascolta chi la nota. 

Ne per tanto di men parlando vommi 
Con Ser Brunetto, e diraando chi sono 
Li suoi compagni piii noti e piu sommi. 

Ed egH a mo : Saper d' alcuno e buono : 
Degli altri fia laudabilo il tacerci, 
Che il tempo saria corto a tanto suono. 

In somma sappi, che tutti fur cherci, 
E letterati grandi e di gran fama ; 
D' un medesmo peccato a! mondo lerci. 

Priscian sen va con quclla turba grama, 
E Francesco d' Accorso ; anco vedervi, 
S' avessi avuto di tal tigna brama, 
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For in my mind — it melts my heart e'en now — 
Stamp'd is your image dear, paternal, kind ; 
When in the world you gently taught mo Low 

A man his Immortality may find. 

Long as I live, for this, I'll you requite, 
And speak the gratitude, that fills my mind. 

What of my future you predict, I write ; 
And keep it for a Lady wise to hear, 
With other texts, if e'er I gain her sight. 

Thus far I wish your knowledge of me clear ; 
Only let conscience tell no chiding tale, 
Change Fortune as she list, I nothing fear. 

With naught unknown such bodements me assail : 
Let Fortune then, as ever she be led, 
Go turn her wheel ; and so the boor his flail." 

On his right cheek, when I these words had said, 
My Master turn'd, and on me fix'd hia eye ; 
Then spake, " Who marks it, well has profited." 

Yet is not my discourse broke off thereby 
With Ser Brunetto : him I beg report, 
His comrades who, in fame and rank most high. 

And he ; " Of some 'tis well that thou be taught ; 
Of others, silence best will praises win ; 
As time would prove for such detail too short. 

Yet know, in brief, that all were Clergymen, 
All were great scholars, and of great renown ; 
Begrim'd upon the earth by one same sin. 

Priscian with that sad crowd there passes on, 
Accorso's Francis, too ; and, if desire 
Thou had'st of such a loathsome vision, 
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Colui potei, clie da! Servo de' servi 

Fu trasmutato d' Amo in Bacchiglione, 
Ove lasei6 li mal proteai nervi. 

Di piii direi ; ma il venir, e il sermone 

Piii lungo csscr non pud, peri ch' io veggio 
.La surger nuovo fummo dal sabbione. 

Gente vien con la quale eseer non deggio. 
Sieti raccomaiidato il mio Tesoro 
Nel quale io vivo ancora ; e pid non cheggio. 

Poi si rivolse, e parve di coloro 

Clie corrono a Verona il drappo verde 
Per la campagna ; e parve di costoro 

Quegli che viuce, e non colui che perde. 
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Him I would shew thee, whom from Arno's quire 
The serving-Chief rais'd to Vicenza's fane, 
Doom'd, with his ill strain'd sinews, there to expire. 

More would I say, but must from speech abstain, 
Nor further join thee : yonder in the air 
Now smoko I see rise from the sandy plain. 

Shades come, whose fellowship I must not share : 
My 'Treasure,' in which life I still prolong, 
T leave — nor more petition — to thy care." 

He then tum'd back, and shew'd the look of one, 
For the green scarf who on Verona's plain 
Runs in the race, and, 'mong the rival tlirong, 

Not as the loser, but the man to gain. 
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Gia era in loco, ove s' udia il rimbombo 
Dell' acqua, che cadea nelT altro giro, 
Simile a quel, che 1' arnie fanno, rombo ; 

Quando tre ombre insieme si partiro, 
Correndo, d' una torma che passava 
Sotto la pioggia dell' aspro martiro. 

Venien vfir noi ; e ciaacuna gridava : 
Sostati tu, che all' abito ne sembri 
Essere alcun di nostra terra prava. 

Aime, che piaghe vidi ne 1 lor membri 
Recenti e vecchie dalle fiamme incese ! 
Aneor men duol, pur ch' io me ne rimembri. 

Alio lor grida il mio Dottor s' attese, 
Volse il viso vgr me, e : Ora aspetta, 
Disse ; a costor si vuole esser cortese : 

E Be non fosse il fuoco che saetta 
La nature del luogo, io dicerei, 
Che meglio stesse a te, ch' a lor, la fretta. 

Kicominciar, come noi ristemmo, ei 

L' antico verso ; e quando a noi fur giunti, 
Fenno una ruota di se tutti e trei. 
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Now where is heard the murmur I was come 
Of waters, in the other Zone that fall, 
Sounding like bee-hives in their huay hum. 

Together when three spectres running all 
Quitted a company, that hasten'd by 
Beneath the showering flames, that fiercely gall. 

They sped towards us, and each rais'd a cry ; 

" Stop thou, whose dress appears to mark thee one 
Of our own city of iniquity." 

Ay me ! what wounds saw I their limbs upon, 

Deep by the bums intrench'd, wounds old and new : 
It grieves me still — only to think thereon. 

My Teacher to their cries his notice drew, 

Then toward me looking said ; " Arrest thy pace ; 
Now wait ; to these our courtesy is due. 

But for the pointed arrowy fires, the place 
Pours down indigenous, I might truly say, 
Thee, more than them,such speed would better grace. 

Soon as we stopp'd, their antiquated lay 

They recommenc'd, aud, having reaeh'd us near, 
In a strange roundel-dance pursued their way. 
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Qual sole ano i campion far nudi ed unti. 

Avvisando lor presa e lor vantaggio. 

Prima che sien tra lor battuti e punti : 
Cosi, rotando, ciascima il visaggio 

Drizzava a me, si che in contrario il collo 

Faccva a' pie continuo viaggio. 
E, se miseria d' esto loco sollo 



li vedi, 



crodi. 



L' altro, clie appresso me V arena trita, 
E Tegghiaio Aldobrandi, la cui voce 
Nel mondo su dovrebbo esser gradita. 

Ed io, che posto son con loro in croce, 
Iacopo Eusticucci fui ; e certo 
La fiera moglie piu cb' altro mi nuoce. 

S' io fussi stato dal fuoco coverto, 
Gittato mi sarci tra lor disotto, 
E credo che d Dottor 1' avria sofferto. 

Ma perch' io mi sarei bruciato e cotto, 
Vinse paura la mia buona voglia, 
Che di loro abbractiar mi facea ghiotto. 
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As wrestlers us'd, with bodies oil'd and bare, 
Their aim to ascertain, and vantage-ground, 
Before they met in the close tug of war, 

So each his face, as each came twirling round, 
So bent toward me, that the neck always 
To the feet contrary was journeying found. 

" If this sad spot all barren, and thy gaze 

On our charr'd aspect drear," then one began, 
" For us and our petition scorn may raise ; 

Yet let our high renown thy mind constrain 
To tell us, who art thou, that not yet dead 
Dost walk through Hell, exempted thus from pain 1 

He, in whose steps thou dost observe me tread, 
Beyond thy credence once distinction won, 
For all he now denuded goes, and flay'd. 

He of the good Gualdrada was grand-son, 
Nam'd Guidoguerra, with his head and hand 
Much in his life he wrought, and signal shone. 

That other, who behind me beats the sand, 

Is he, who well the world's good grace should gain— 
The prudent Tegghiaio Aldobrand. 

Myself, their partner in this racking pain, 
Was Jacob Eustieucci ; and, be sure, 
My furious wife is, more than all, my bane." 

Could I have pass'd the fiery shower secure, 
Amid them I would quick have cast me down ; 
The Sage, methinks, permitting ; but to endure 

The burning heat prov'd all too much, I own : 
Thus dread of danger master'd my good will, 
Which to embrace them now had hungry grown. 
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Poi cominciai : Non dispetto, ma doglia 
La vostra condition dentro mi fisse 
Tanto, die tardi tutta si dispogiia, 

Tosto die questo mio Signor mi disse 
Parole, per le quali io mi pensai, 
Che, qua! voi siete, tal gentts venisse. 

T)i vostra terra sono ; e sempre mai 
L' ovra di voi e gli onorati nomi 
Con affezion ritrassi ed ascoltai. 

Lascio lo fele, e vo pei dolci pomi 
Promessi a me per lo verace Duca ; 
Ma fino al centro pria convien ch' io tomi. 

Se lungamente 1' anima conduca 

Le membra tue, rispose quegli allora, 
E se la fama tua dopo te luca, 

Cortesia e valor, di', se dimora 
Sella nostra citta si come suole, 
0 se del tutto se n' k gito fuora! 

Che Guglielmo Borsiere, il qual si duole 
Con noi per poco, e va la coi compagni, 
Assai ne cruccia con le sue parole. 

La gente nuova, e i subiti guadagni, 
Orgoglio e dismisura han generata, 
Fiorenaa, in te, si che tu gia ten piagni. 

Cosl gridai colla faccia levata : 
E i tre, ci6 inteser per risposta, 
Guatar 1' un 1' altro, come al ver si guata. 

Se 1' altre volte si poco ti costa, 
Eisposer tutti, il soddisfare altrui, 
Felice te, clie si parii a tua posta ! 
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Then I began ; " Not scom, but for your ill 
Commiseration deep bo pierc'd my mind, 
That the sore wound for years I yet shall feel ; 

Since this my Lord spake words, that me inclin'd 
To think within myself, that worthies came, 
In honour such, as you to bo I find. 

True, of your city I am ; and of your name, 
And noble deeds, have ever heard men speak, 
And told of them myself with fond acclaim. 

The gall I leave ; the savoury fruit I seek, 
Ensur'd by promise of my trusty Guide : 
But to the centre first my way must take." 

" So may the soul long o'er thy flesh preside," 
He answered then, " and so the bright display 
Of thy distinction after thee abide ; 

Say, Courtesy and Valour — do they stay 
Yet in our city, as once us'd to do 1 
Or, are-they vanish'd utterly away! 

For Gugliem Borsiere, who below 

Is lately fall'n, and yonder joins his own, 
Torments us sadly with his tales of woe." 

" An upstart race, and gains acquir'd too soon, 
Have bred extravagance and pride in thee, 
Florence, that hence tiiou dost already moan ! " 

Thus cried I with uplifted face ; the three, 
Who took this, as my answer, then survey'd 
Each other, as when first sad truth we see. 

" 0 happy thou," with joint response they said, 
" In thy good honest speech, if to the ear 
Ever it like complacency convey'd. 
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Pero, se campi d' esti luoghi bui, 
E tomi a rivedcr le belle stelle, 
Quantlo ti giovera dicere : lo fui, 

Pa cbe di noi alia gente favelle. 
Indi nipper la ruota, ed a fuggirsi 
Ale sembiaron le lor gambe snelle. 

TJn amen non saria potuto dirsi 
Tosto cosl, com' ei furo spariti : 
Pcrche al Maestro parve di partirsi. 

To lo seguiva, e poco eravam iti, 

Che il suon dell' acqua n' era si vicino, 
Che per parlar saremmo appena nditi. 

Come quel fiume, ch' ha proprio catnmino 
Prima da monte Veao in vfir levante, 
Dala sinistra costa d' Apennino, 

Che si cliiama Acquacheta suso, avante 
Che si divalli giii nel basso letto, 
E a Fori! di quel nome e vacante, 

Himboraba la sovra San Benedetto 
Dall' alpe, per cadere ad una acesa, 
Dove dovria per mille ceser ricetto ; 

Cosi, giii d' una ripa discoscesa, 

Trovammo risonar quell' acqua tinta, 
Si che in poc' ora avria 1' orecchia offesa. 

lo aveva una corda intorno cinta, 
E con essa pensai alcuna volta 
Prender la lonza alia pelle dipinta. 

Poscia che 1' ebbi tutta da me sciolta, 
Si come il Duca m' avea comandato, 
Porsila a lui aggroppata e rawolta. 
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Therefore, if thou escape this rayless sphere, 
And hail again the beauteous stars and light 
When thou wilt joy to say, ' I once was there ; ' 

Mind, speak of us ; our names our deeds recite." 
The wheel then broke they ; and their legs were seen, 
As pinions, swift in their immediate flight. 

None could so rapidly pronounce " Amen," 

As quick they vanish'd : wherefore it appear'd 
Meet to the Master to set forth again. 

I followed, and we little apace had clear'd, 
When the nigh roar of the descending tide 
So stunn'd us, that our speech was scarcely heard. 

Like as that stream, whose separate waters glide 
By their own channel to Mount Vesulo, 
Eastward above the Appennines' left side, 

On high call'd Acquacheta, ere the flow 
Precipitate has reach'd itslowly bed, 
No more at Forli to be named so j 

Above San Benedetto, from its head 

Sounds thundering headlong to a base, just where 
Full many, in truth, might well be hous'd and fed ; 

So from the summit of the craggy stair 

Such found we the ensanguin'd waters' roar, 
As in a little space no ear could bear. 

Around my loins a certain cord I wore, 

With which I fondly ween'd to catch and maul 
The Panther of the skin bepainted o'er. 

This from around me when I'd loosen'd all — 
For so had been th' injunction of my Guide — 
I reach'd towards him, roll'd into a ball, 
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Ond' ei Bi volse inver Io destro lato, 
E alquanto di lungi dalla sponda 
La gitt6 giuso in quell' alto bunato. 

E pur convien che novita risponda, 

Dicea fra me medesmo, al nuovo cenno 
Che il Maestro con 1' occhio si seconda. 

AM quanto cauti gli uomini esser denno 
Presso a color, che non veggon pur 1' opra, 
Ma per entro i pensier miran col aenno ! 

Ei disse a me : Toato verra di sopra 

Ci6 ch' io attendo ; e che il tuo pensier sogna, 
Toato convien ch' al tuo viso si acopra. 

Sempre a quel ver, ch' ha faccia di menzogna, 
De' 1' uom chiuder le labbra quant' ei puote, 
Pero che senza colpa fa vergogna ; 

Ma qui tacer nol posso : e per le note 
Di questa Commedia, lettor, ti giuro, 
S' eUe non sien di lunga grazia vote, 

Ch' io vidi per quell' aer grosso e scuro 
Venir notando una figura in sueo, 
Meraviglioaa ad ogni cor sicuro, 

Si come torna colui che va giuso 

Talvolta a aolver 1' ancora, ch' aggrappa 
0 scoglio, od altro, che nel mare e chiuso, 

Che in su si etende, e da pio si rattrappa. 
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Whereat he turn'd him to his right-hand side, 
And, heedful not to stand the edge too nigh, 
Cast it below into the deep gulf wide. 

" This signal new, be sure, some novelty 
Must answer," said I in myself, " which so 
My Master follows with a wistful eye." 

Ah, what excess of caution men should shew, 
Present with those, who not the deed alone, 
But th' inward thought, with minds sagacious, know ! 

He said to me ; " What I await, shall soon 
Rise visible ; and, what as in a dream 
Thou thinkest, to thy view shall soon be shewn." 

Man from the truth, which yet untrue may seem, 
In speech should always, if he can, forbear ; 
Though blameless, oft he's sham'd by such a theme. 

But here I can't keep silence ; and I ewear 
By the Notes, Header, of this Comedy, 
So may they plaudits win for many a year, 

That, through that gross and murky air, mine eye 
Saw swimming up a shape of wondrous mien, 
Such as the stoutest heart would gladly fly. 

He rose, as one, returning, who has been 
Under the sea, an anchor to unbind, 
Clung to some rock, or what the deep may screen, 

Who spreads him up, gathering the feet behind. 
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Ecco la fiera con la coda aguzza, 

Che passa i monti, e rompe irrara ed armi : 

Ecco colei che tutto il mondo appuzza : 
Si comincid lo mio Duca a parlanni ; 

Ed accennolle che venisae a proda, 

Vicino al fin do' passeggiati marmi : 
E quella sozza imagine di froda, 

Sen venue, ed arrivo la testa e il busto ; 

Ma in su la riva non trasse la coda. 
La faccia sua era faccia d' uom giusto, 

Tanto benigna avea di fuor la pelle ; 

E d' un serpente tutto I' altro fusto. 
Duo branche avea pilose infin 1' ascelle : 

Lo dosso, e il petto, ed ambedue le coste 

Dipinte avea di nodi e di rotelle. 
Con phi color, sommesse e soprapposte 

Non fer mai in drappo Tartari ne Turchi, 

Ne fur tai tele per Aragne imposte. 
Come tal volta stanno a riva i burclii, 

Cbe parte sono in acqua e parte in terra, 

E come la tra li Tedeschi lurchi 
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" See the fell Beast with sharpen'd tail, to bore 

Through mountains, who can walls and weapons break; 

See him, who taints the world from shore to shore." 
Unto me thus my Guide began to speak ; 

The beast he signall'd then with beckoning hand, 

Close to the stone-way edge his rise to make. 
And that foul effigy of Fraud to land 

Advancing, brought the head and chest ; yet so, 

As not to draw the tail upon the strand. 
Of a just man his face had all the shew, 

So smooth an outline of the skin was there ; 

But in a serpent roll'd the parts below. 
Two paws he had, to the arm-pits shagg'd with hair ; 

The back, the breast, and both the flanks I spied, 

With nodules, and with circlets, painted fair, 
Cloth in the ground, and broider'd work outside, 

Tartar or Turk ne'er deck'd with colours more ; 

Nor could Arachne's webs with these have vied. 
■ As barges, moor'd along the shelving shore, 

Part on the ground, part in the water stand ; 

And, as the beaver, watching to devour, 
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Lo bevero s' assetta a far sua guerra ; 
Coal la ficra pessima si stava 
Su 1' orlo, che di pietra il sabbion serra. 

Nel vano tutta sua coda guiziava, 
Torcendo in bu la venenosa forca 
Che, a guisa di scorpion, la punta armava. 

Lo Duca disse : Or convien che si torca 
La nostra via un poco, infino a quella 
Bestia malvagia, che cola si core a. 

Peru scendemmo alia destra maromella, 
£ dieci passi femmo in sullo stremo, 
Per ben cessar la rena e la fiammella : 

E quando noi a lei venuti semo, 
Poco piii oltre veggio in su la rena 
Gente seder propinqua al luogo scemo. 

Quivi il Maestro : Acciocche tutta piena 
Esperienza d' esto giron porti, 
Mi disse, or va, e vedi la lor mena. 

Li tuoi ragionaroenti eien la corti : 
Mentre che torni, parler6 con questa, 
Che ne conceda i suoi omeri fortL 

Cosl ancor, au per la strema testa 
Di quel settimo cerchio, tutto aolo 
Andai ore sedea la gente mesta. 

Per gli occhi fuori acoppiava lor duolo : 
Di qua, di la soccorrien con le mani, 
Quando a' vapori, e quando al caldo suolo. 

Non altrimenti fan di atate i cani, 

Or col ceffo or col pie, quando son morsi 
O da pulci o da mosche o da tafanL 
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There squats him, in the gobbling Germans' land ; 
So now repos'd th' abominable brute 
On the stone-verge, that binds the burning sand. 

His tail was all seen in mid-air to shoot, 
Twirling aloft the fork'd envenom'd head, 
Whose sting, like that of scorpion, deadly smote. 

" Now must we bend our way," the Leader said, 
" Sideways a little space, that evil beast 
To reach, who couches down in yonder bed." 

So we descended over the right breast, 
And paces ten took toward th' extremity, 
Wholly to shun the sand and flaky pest. 

And, when we reach'd the monster, I descry, 
Onward few steps, a people on the sand 
Sitting, hard by th' abrupt vacuity. 

The Master here spake thus : " To understand, 
Well by experience gain'd, this Circle's end, 
Go, and observe the manner of this band. 

Yet no long time in conversation spend : 
I'll parley with the Beast, 'till thou return, 
That to our need his sturdy back he lend." 

Now, at his word, e'en to the utmost bourn 

Of that Seventh Bound my lonely steps I bent, 
Where sitting were the shades in grief forlorn. 

Their anguish through the eyes an opening rent ; 
And ever with the hands, now here, now there, 
They strove the double scorching to prevent. 

Thus dogs in summer-time their grief declare, 

When now with snout, and now with paw, they fight 
'Gainst fleas, and biting insects of the air. 
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Poi che nol viao a certi gli occhi porsi, 
Ne' quali il doloroso fuoco caeca, 
Non ne conobbi alcun ; maiom' accorsi 

Che dal collo a ciascun pendea una tasca, 
Ch' avea certo colore e certo segno, 
E quindi par che il loro occhio si pasca. 

E com' io riguardando tra lor vegno, 
In una borsa gialla vidi azzurro, 
Che di Hone avea faccia e contegno. 

Poi procedendo di mio sguardo il curro, 
Vidine un' altra piu che aangue rossa 
MoBtrare un' oca bianca piu che burro. 

Ed un, che d' una scrofa azzurra e grossa 
Segnato avea lo suo sacchetto bianco, 
Mi disse : Che fai tu in questa fossa 1 

Or te ne va : e perche se' vivo anco, 
Sappi che 0 mio vicin Vitaliano 
Sedera qui dal mio sinistra fianco. 

Con questi Fiorentin son Padovano ; 
Spesse fiate m intruouan gli orecchi, 
Gridando : Vegna il cavalier sovrano, 

Che rechera la tasca coi tre beccbi 
Quindi storae la bocca, e di fiior trasse 
La lingua, come bue che il naso lecchi. 

Ed io, temendo nol piii star crucciasse 
Lui che di poco star m' avea ammonito, 
Tomai indietro dall' anime lasse. 

Trovai lo Duca mio ch' era salito 
Gia sulla groppa del fiero animale, 
E disse a me : Or sie forte e ardito. 
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After on some I'd bent my curious sight 

'Mong these, who lay beneath the fiery curse, 
Not one I recogniz'd ; but on every sprite, 

Suspended on bis neck, I saw a purse 

Which bare its own impress and proper hue ; 
Looking whereon they seem'd their woo to nurse. 

Approaching them I gain'd a clearer view ; 
And on a yellow pouch I saw the face 
And gesture of a lion, wrought in blue. 

Then, as mine eyes career'd from place to place, 
I see another, more than sanguine red ; 
And on't a goose, whiter than curd, I trace. 

And one, who on his argent bag display'd 
A pregnant sow, emblazon'd in azure, 
" What dost thou in this bottom!" to me said ; 

" Away, and, since thou livest still, be sure 
Here on my left my townsman Vitalian 
Shall take his seat, this torment to endure. 

I'm with these Florentines, a Paduan : 

Oft in my ears they thunder, and exclaim, 
Quick let the knight appear, the mighty man 

With the three goats, his purse, to share this flame." 
His mouth he then screw' d up, and loll'd his tongue, 
Licking, as any ox might do the same. 

Fearing to offend, by tarrying here more long, 
Him, whose advice of brief discourse had told, 
I turn'd my face from this afflicted throng. 

I found my Guide ; him mounted I beheld 
Already on the savage monster's back ; 
" And now," he said to me, " be strong and hold : 
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Omai si scende per b1 fatte scale : 
Monta dinanzi, ch 1 io voglio esser mezzo, 
SI che la coda non possa far male. 

Qual e colui, ch' ha si presso il ribrezzo 
Delia quartana, ch' ha gia 1' unghie smore, 
E trema tutto, pur guardando il rezzo ; 

Tal divenn' io alle parole porte : 
Ma vergogna mi fer le sue minacce, 
Che innanzi a buon signor fa servo forte. 

Io m' assettai in su quelle spallacce : 
SI volU dir, ma la voce non Yenne 
Com' io credetti : Fa che tu m' abbracce. 

Ma esso che altra volta mi sowenne 
Ad altro forte, tosto ch' io montai, 
Con lo braccia m' awinse e mi soBtenne : 

E disse : Gerion, moviti omai : 

Le ruote larghe, e lo scender sia poco : 
Pensa la nuova soma che tu hai. 

Come la navicella esce di loco 

In dietro in dietro, si quindi si tolse : 
E poi ch' al tutto si aenti a giuoco, 

La ov' era il petto, la coda rivolse j 
E quella tesa, come anguilla, mosse ; 
E con le branche 1' aere a se raocolae. 

Maggior paura non credo che fosse, 
Quando Fetonte abbandond li freni, 
Per che il ciel, come appare ancor, si cosBe 

Ne quando Icaro misero le reni 
Sentl Bpennar per la ecaldata cera, 
Gridando il padre a lui : Mala via tieni j 
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We must by stairs of such an untried make 
Descend : mount thou in front ; I mid-way ait, 
Lest damage from the swinging tail thou take." 

E'en as the wretch, whom now the quartan fit 
So near besetteth, that his nails are dead, 
Clings to the Bhade, there shivering every whit ; 

So, at his bidding, was I hard bested : 

Yet did his threats ashame me ; as we find 
Servants, their brave lords nigh, will nothing dread. 

I plac'd me on those shoulders broad ; inclin'd 
I felt to say, " Mind well to hold me fast ; " 
But utterance expected lagg'd behind. 

But he, elsewhere, in other dangers past 
My helper, soon as I was mounted there, 
Upheld me in his arms, and firm embrae'd. 

Then said he ; " Geryon, move on now with care ; 
Wheel large about ; descend thou gradually : 
Think of the burden strange thou hast to bear." 

As the bark retrograding goes to sea, 

Himself the monster so back'd out ; and when 
He felt his movements unconfin'd and free, 

To where the breast was, curl'd the tail ; and then 
Stretch'd, as an eel, mov'd it, his course to steer ; 
And with the claws tugg'd in the air amain. 

Methinks, not greater the tremendous fear, 
When Phaeton unloos'd the steeds of Day, 
That burnt, as now 'tis seen, the Heavenly sphere : 

Nor when poor Icarus felt the Sun's near ray 
Melt the wax-joints, that kept his pinions on ; 
His father crying, " Fatal is thy way ! " 
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Che fu la mia, quando vidi cli' io era 
Nell' aer d' ogni parte, e vidi spenta 
Ogni veduta, fuor clie della Jiera. 

Ella sen va notando lenta lenta ; 

Ruota, t! discende ; ma non me n' accorgo, 
Se non ch' al viso e diaotto mi venta. 

Io sentia gill dalla man destra il gorgo 
Far sotto noi un orribile stroscio ; 
Per che con gli occhi is giii la testa sporgo. 

Allor fu' io piii timido alio scoscio : 
Per6 ch' io vidi fuochi, e sentii pianti ; 
Ond' io tremaudo tutto mi raccoscio. 

E vidi poi, che nol vedea davanti, 

Lo Bcendere e il girar, per li gran mali 
Che s' appressavan da diversi cantL 

Come i! falcon ch' u Btato assai su 1' all, 
Che, senza veder logoro o uccello, 
Fa dire al falconiere : Oime tu cali ! 

Discende lasso, onde si muove snello 
Per cento ruote, e da lungi si pone 
Dal suo maestro, disdegnoso e fello ; 

Cosi ne pose al fondo Gerione 

A piede a pie della stagliata rocca : 
E, discarcate le nostre persone, 

Si dileguo, come da corda cocca. 
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As mine, for certain, was, when tli' air alone 
I saw surround me in the empty space, 
With every sight, save of the Monster, gone. 

Slow slow he swims his way, and with calm pace 
Wheels and descends ; this only I could tell 
From the stirr'd breeze, fanning my feet and face. 

Already, on the right, the whirlpool's yell 
I heard resounding with terrifick roar ; 
With head oiitstretch'd I scan the nether Hell. 

Then shrunk I at the plunge abrupt the more ; 
For flames I could discern, and wailings hear : 
Aghast I crouch, with tremblings o'er and o'er. 

The mode of our descent I then saw clear, 
Unknown before ; as now before our sight 
The mighty torments all around drew near. 

As when a falcon, after lengthen'd flight, 
Unseen the counterfeit or real bird. 
The falconer crying ; " Alas ! thou dost alight ! " 

Weary descends, from whence his wings he rear'd, 
Oft circling, glad ; his sullen pride to vent, 
Then sets him from his master far retir'd ; 

So Geryon, when accomplish'd the descent, 
Set us, where lies the rocky causeway low ; 
And, of our burden eas'd, he bounding went 

Far far away, like arrow from a bow. 
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LlJOGO e in inferno, detto Malebolge, 
Tutto di pietra e di color ferrigno, 
Come la cerchia che d' intorno il volge. 

Nel dritto mezzo del campo maligno 

Vaneggia uu pozzo assai largo e profondo, 
Di cui suo luogo contera 1' ordigno. 

Quel cinghio, che rimane, adunque e tondo, 
Tra il pozzo e il pie dell' alta ripa dura, 
E ha distinto in dieci valli il fondo. 

Quale, dove per guardia delle mura 
Piu e pin fossi cingon li castelli, 
La parte dov' ei son rende figura ; 

Tale immagine quivi facean quelli : 
E come a tai fortezze da' lor sogli 
Alia ripa di fuor son ponticelli ; 

Cosl da imo della roccia scogli 

Movien, che ricidcan gh argim" e i fossi, 
Infino al pozzo cho i tronca e raccogll 

In questo luogo, dalla schiena scossi 
Di Gerion, trovammoci : e il Poeta 
Tenne a sinistra, ed io dietro mi mossi. 
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Call'd Malebolge, there's a place in Hell ; 
'Tia all of solid stone, and iron hue, 
Like the dark walls, that gird the dismal cell. 

In the dread level's centre gapes to view 
An empty Well, exceeding deep and wide ; 
Of wliich its place shall tell the order due. 

The belt without, carried on every side, 
Between the Well and lofty mural end, 
Is round ; and Valleys ten its depth divide. 

As where, some castle's rampart to defend, 
The circling moats in many sections wind, 
And to the ground imposing aspect lend ; 

So these in like appearance were combin'd ; 
And, as small bridges from the sally-port 
Protrude, by which the outer banks are join'd ; 

So from the rocky basement cliffs, athwart 
The piers and trenches here are carried on, 
Far as the wall, that meets and cuts them short. 

Here from the shoulders broad of Geryon 

We found ourselves shov'd off ; the Poet still 
Went to the left ; I follow'd thereupon. 
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Alia man destra villi nuova pieta ; 
Nuovi tonnenti e nuovi frustatori, 
Di che la prima bolgia era repleta. 

Nel fondo erano ignudi i peccatori : 

Dal mezzo in qua ci venian verso il volto ; 
Di la con. noi, ma con passi maggiori : 

Come i Roman, per 1' esercito molto, 
L' anno del Giubbileo, bu per io ponte 
Hanno a passar la gente modo tolto ; 

Che dall' un Jato tutti hanno la front* 
Verso il castello, e vanno a santo Pietro, 
Dall' altra sponda vanno verso il monte. 

Di qua, di la, su per lo sasso tetro 
Vidi Dimon cornuti con gran ferze, 
Che li battean crudelmente di retro. 

Ahi come facean lor levar le berze 
Alle prime percosse ! E gia nessnno 
Le seconde aspettava no le terze. 

Mentr' io andava, gli occhi miei in uno 
Furo scontrati ; ed io si tosto dissi : 
Gii di veder costui non son digiuno. 

Percii a figurarlo i piedi affissi ; 
E il dolce Duca meco si ristctte, 
E asscntl ch'-alquanto indictro gissi. 

E quel frustato celar si credette 

Bassando il viso ; ma poco gli valse, 

Ch' io dissi : Tu che 1' occliio a terra gette, 

Se le fazion che porti non son false, 
Venedico sei tu Caccianimico. 
Ma che ti mena a si pungenti salse ! 
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On my right hand I saw new forms of ill ; 

New torments and new scourgers there I yiew'd : 

Tlirsi; thickening swarm, and all the first Chasm fill. 
The sinners ran below with bodies nnde ; 

Prom the Well, liitherward, they met our face ; 

Beyond, they join'd us, but more quick pursued. 
The Romans thus vast crowds of every class, 

In the glad year of jubilee, are wont 

Over the bridge to make in order pass. 
On the one side all move, so as to front 

The Castle, and to Holy Peter's go ; 

From th' other bank they speed towards the Mount. 
On both sides of the dingy rockway, Lo ! 

I saw horn'd demons with Imge scourges deal 

Upon them from behind the savage blow. 
Ah ! how they fore'd them to uplift the heel, 

Quick at the first, correction ; none, I ween, 

Waited a second rtor a third to feel. 
As I advanc'd, my searching glances keen 

Were met by one : whereat, I instant said ; 

" Thia is a face I heretofore have seen." 
Then, to peruse liim well, my feet I stay'd ; 

So did my Leader too, and with kind tone 

Leave, that I somewhat should go back, convcy'd. 
That scourged wretch thought to escape unknown, 

Slouching his head, but ail to no avail : 

" For thou," I cried, " thine eyes who castest down. 
If these tiiy features tell no untrue tale, 

Art Venedico Caccianimico : 

But what subjects thee to this stinging flail i" 
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Ed egli a me : Mai volcntier lo dico ; 
Ma sforzami La tua chiara favella, 
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Assai Ieggieramcnte quel ealimmo, 

E volti a destra su per la sua scheggia. 
Da quelle cerchie etcrne ci partimmo. 
Quando noi fummo la, dov' ei vaneggia 
Di sotto, per dar passo agli sferzati, 
Lo Duca disse : Attienti, e fa che feggia 
Lo viso in te di questi altri mal nati, 
A' quali ancor non vedesti la faccia, 
Perocche son eon noi insieme andati. 
Dal vecehio ponte guardavam la traccia, 
Che venia verso noi dall' altra banda, 
E che la ferza similmente scaccia. 



CANTO XVIII. 



91 



And be to me : " I'm loath to say, 'tis so ; 
But thy clear speech, recalling to my thought 
The former world, compels me tlu's to do. 

'Twas I, the beauteous Ghisola who brought 
To gratify the Marquis' lust impure ; 
However noisy fame the truth distort. 

Nor I the only Bolognese endure 

This anguish ; no, so numerous are they, 
That between Eeno and Savona, sure, 

Not tongues so many Sipa learn to say : 

Would'st have a proof and witness, call to mind, 
That avarice our hearts has made its prey." 

While yet he spake, a demon from behind 

Scourg'd Iiim, and said, "Vile pander, hence, begone ; 
No women into money here are coin'd." 

Mine Escort I rejoin'd ; we journey'd on 
Forthwith, some gentle distance, to a bend, 
Where from the bank a craggy reef is thrown, 

Full easily this cause-way we ascend ; 

Then, skirting to the right its ridgy brow, 
Those Circles left, whose torments never end. 

When at the place where yawns the arch below 
For passage of the flagellated race, 
The Master said ; " Wait here, and bear thee so, 

That th' other miscreate spirits full in face 

May strike thee : for, on our side since they went, 
Thou wert not able yet their forms to trace." 

From the old bridge the troop we ey'd intent, 
As on th' other side they rush'd amain, 
Lash'd, as the rest, with the same chastisement. 
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II buon Maestro, senza mia dimanda. 

Mi disae : Guarda quel grande che viene, 
E per dolor non par lagrima spaada. 

Quant o aspetto reale ancor ritiene ! 

Quelli e Jason, che per cuore e per senno 
Li Colchi del monton privati fene. 

Ello passd per 1' isola di Lenno, 
Poi che le ardite feminine spietate 
Tutti !i maschi loro a morte dienno. 

Ivi, con segni e con parole ornate, 
Isifile ingann6 la giovinetta, 
Che prima 1' alt re avea tutte ingannate. 

Lasciolla quivi gravida e soletta : 

Tal colpa a tal raartiro lui condanna ; 
E anchc di Medea si fa vendetta. 

Con lui sen va clu da tal parte inganna : 
E questo basti della prima valle 
Sapere, e di color che in se assanna. 

Gi& eravam li 've lo stretto calle 
Con 1' argine secondo s' incrocicchia, 
E*fa di quello ad nn altr' arco spalle. 

Quindi sentimmo gente clie s' annicchia 
Nell' altra bolgia, e che col muso sbuffa, 
E se medesma con le palme picchia. 

Le ripe eran grommate d' una muffa. 
Per 1' alito di giii che vi si appasta, 
Che con gli occhi e col naso facea zuffa. 

Lo fondo e cupo si, che non ci basta 
Luogo a veder senza montare al dosso 
Dell' arco, ove lo scoglio piii sovrasta. 
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The Master kind spontaneous spoke again ; 
" Tliat shade of lordly port," he said, " survey, 
Who comes, nor sheds a tear for all his pain. 

What Royalty his looks, e'en now, display ! 
This is that Jason, who by heart and head, 
The Golden Fleece from Colchos bare away. 

He by the isle of Lemnos passing sped ; 

What time the women with remorseless breast 
Their kindred males had number'd with the dead. 

With tokens, and with promise fair express'd, 
Ho there the young Hypsipyle deceiv'd ; 
Herself the first deceiver of the rest : 

And there he left her pregnant, and bereav'd : 
Him such a crime to such a torment bears : 
Medea's wrongs, as well, are thus retricv'd. 

Each false deceiver with him judgment shares. 
Of the first Valley need we no more say, 
Nor of the sinners, whom it grips and tears." 

Now had we come to where contracted lay 
The path, across the Second bank that goes, 
Lending its shoulder to the next arch-way. 

From thence we heard a people, full of woes, 
Moan in the other chasm ; whose nostrils puff, 
Whose hands upon themselves deal cruel blows. 

The banks weTe pasted with a mouldy stuff, 

Form'd of the steam below, which thus adheres ; 
Whereat both sight and smell made strong rebuff. 

The bottom is so dark, that naught appears 
In view, except by mounting to the crown, 
Where the mid-arch its highest vault uprears. 
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Quivi venimmo, e quindi giu nel fosso 
Vidi gente attuffata in uno stereo, 
Che dagli uman privati parea mosso : 

E mentre ch' io la giu con 1' occliio cerco, 
Vidi un col capo si di merda lordo, 
Che non parea s' era laico o cherco. 

Quei mi sgrido : Perche Bei tu b! ingordo 
Di riguardar piu me che gli altri hrutti 1 
Ed io a lui : Perche, se ben rieordo, 

Gia t' ho veduto coi capelli asciutti, 
E sei Alessio Interminei da Lucca : 
Pero t' adocchio piii che gU altri tutti. 

Ed egli allor, battendoai la zucca : 

Quaggiii m' hanno sommerso Ie lusinghe, 
Ond' io non ebbi mai la lingua stucca. 

Appresao ci6 lo Duca : Fa che pinghe, 
Mi disse, un poco il viao piu avante, 
Si che la faccia ben con gli occhi attinghe 

Di quella sozza scapigliata fante, 

Che la si grafRa con V unghie merdose, 
Ed or s' accoscia, ed ora k in piede atante. 

Taida e, la puttana che rispose 

Al drudo suo, quando disse : Ho io grazie 
Grandi appo te I Anzi mcravigliose. 

E quiDci sicn le noetre viste sazie. 
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We reach'd it, and I saw, thence looking down, 
A people in a dung-pit plung'd, whose shew 
Seem'd, as though 'twas from human privies thrown. 

And, while inquisitive I pried below, 

One with a head I saw in such foul plight, 
That were he lay, or clerick, none could know. 

He bawl'd out to me ; " Why is all thy sight 
Fix'd more on me, than on th' immerded nigh 'J " 
I answer'd ; " Why, if memory serves me right, 

Because already with thy hair quite dry 
I've seen thee ; and thou art Alessio 
Of Lucca : therefore thee I chiefly spy." 

He then, his pate smiting severe ; " Thus low 
Have sunk me in this drain that flattering speech, 
Of which my tongue could never weary grow." 

To me the Guide soon after said ; " Now stretch 
Thy countenance a little as before, 
That thou may'st closely with thy vision reach 

That unclean slut, with ringlets tumbled o'er, 
Now standing up, now lolling on one side, 
Her flesh, with dirty nails, who scratches sore. 

It is the harlot Thais, who replied 

False to her gallant's words, 1 Great thanks, I ween, 
From thee I've gain' d' — ' Ay, thanksmost magnified !' 

And, after this, sure, quite enough we've seen." 
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0 Simon mago, o niiseri seguaci, 

Che le cose di Dio, cho di bontate 

Deono essero sposc, o vol rapari 
Per oro e per argento adulterate : 

Or convien cbe per voi suoni la tromba, 

Perocche nclla tcrza bolgia state, 
Gia eravamo alia seguente tomba 

Montati, dello Bcoglio in quella parte 

Cho appunto aovra mezzo il fosso piomba. 
O Somma Sapienza, quanta b Y arte 

Che mostri in cielo, in terra c ncl mal mondo, 

E quanto giusto tua Virtu comparte I 
lo vidi, per le coste e per lo fondo, 

Plena la pwtra livida di fori 

I)' un largo tutti, e ciascuno era tondo. 
Non mi parpan meuo ampi ne maggiori, 

Clip, quci che pon ne] raio hel San Giovanni 

Fatti prr luogo de' battezzatori ; 
I.' un degli quali, anew nnn <■ mult' anni, 

Rupp' io per iin cho dontro ri annegava : 

E questo sia suggel ch' ogni uomo aganni. 
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0 Sraiox Magus ! 0 you wretched brood 
Of plunderers ! The things of God, the mate 
Which ought to be of universal good — 

These ye for gold and silver desecrate : 

Now needs must sound for you the trumpet -blast, 
For fix'd is here in tho third Chasm your state. 

Already had we scal'd the coping vast 

Of the next grave, just where the rocky brow 
Right o'er the centre of the foss is cast. 

O Sovran Wisdom ! how expert art thou, 
In Heaven, in Hell, and in tho earthly ball ! 
And thine apportionments how just and true ! 

Deep in the pit and on the impaling wall, 
Along the dark stone-surface, I could trace 
Holes cut ; of equal breadth, and rounded all. 

Not wider they appear'd, nor less in space, 

Tiian those, which in St. John's dear beauteous fane 
For the Baptizing Priests provide a place ; 

One, among which, some few years back, with pain 
I broke, a child to save, nigh drown'd therein : 
Anil let this seal attest my motive plain. 
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Fuor della bocca a ciascun soperchiava 
D' un peccator li piedi, e delle gambe 
Infino al grosso ; e 1' altro dentro stava. 

Le piante erano accese a tutti intrambe ; 
Perche si forte guizzavan le giunte, 
Che spezzate averian ritorte e strambe. 

Qual suole il fiammeggiar deile cose uiite 
Muoversi pur an per 1' estrema buccia, 
Tal era li da' calcagni alle punte. 

Chi e colui, Maestro, che si cniccia, 

Guizzando piii die gli altri suoi consorti, 
Diss' io, e cui piii rossa fiamma succia) . 

Ed egli a me : Se tu vuoi eh' io ti porti 
Laggiu per quella ripa die pi£i giace, 
Da lui saprai di se e de' suoi torti. 

Ed io : Tanto m' e bcl, quanto a te piace : 
Tu se' Signore, e sai ch' io uon mi parto 
Dal tuo volere, e sai quel clie si tace. 

AJlor venimmo in su 1' argine quarto ; 

Volgemmo, e discendemmo a mano stanca 
Laggiu nel fondo foraccbiato ed arte. 

E il buon Maestro ancor dalla sua anca 
Nou mi dipose, sin mi giunse al rotfco 
Di quci che si piangeva con la zanca. 

0 qual che sei, che '1 di su tien di sotto, 
Anima triata, come pal comraeasa, 
Comincia' io a dir, so puoi, fa motto. 

Io stava come il frate che confessa 
Lo perfido assassin che, poi eh' e fitto, 
Richiama lui, perche la morte cessa. 
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A sinner's feet and legs in front were seen 
Up to the calf protrude from every hole ; 
All other parts remain'd conceal'd within. 

Alike with fire tormented was the sole 

On either foot : the burning joints writh'd so. 
Their force no twist could have resisted whole. 

As unctions things, when fir'd, emit a glow, 
Whose flickerings merely on the surface play ; 
So flitted here the gleam from heel to toe. 

I spake ; " Who is yon sufferer, Master, say, 
Quivering beyond his other mates, that burn ; 
And whom a ruddier flame absorbs for prey i " 

And he to me ; " If thou wouldst have me turn, 
And hear thee to tliat bank's extreme decline, 
His case and wrongs thou from himself shalt learn." 

And I ; " Thy pleasure is the rule of mine : 
Thou art my Lord ; me to thy will inclin'd, 
Thou know'st ; and dost my silence well divine." 

To the Fourth hank we now our passage find ; 
We turn, and to the left go bearing down 
Deep in the bed bor'd through, and close confin'd. 

Nor did my gentle Lord from his hip-hone 
Dislodge mo, 'till I safely reach'd the hole, 
Where he within such agony made known. 

" Whoe'er thou art inverted, like a pole 

Stak'd in the ground, if thou canst way contrive, 
Speak," I began to say, " speak, wretched soul ! " 

I stood, as stands the friar, prepar'd to shrive 
The wily murderer, who, when planted low, 
Recalls him, so to steal some short reprieve. 
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Ed ei gridd : Sei tu gia costi ritto, 
Sei tu gia costl ritto, Bonifazio 1 
Di paTecchi anni mi inenti lo scritto. 

Sei tu si tosto, di quell' aver sazio, 

Per lo qua! non temesti torre a inganno 
La hella Donna, e di ]>oi fame strazio 1 

Tal mi fee' So, quai son color che stanno, 
Per non intender ci6 ch' e lor risposto, 
Quasi Hcornati, e risponder non aanno. 

Allor Virgilio diase : Dilli tosto, 

Non son eolui, non son colui che credi. 
Ed io risposi come a me fu imposto ; 

Perche lo spirto tutti storse i piedi : 
Poi sospirando, e con voce di pianto, 
Mi disse : Dunque die a me richiedi 1 

Se di saper ch' So sia ti cal cotanto, 
Che tu abbi per6 la ripa seorsa, 
Sappi ch' io fui vestito del gran inanto : 

E veramente fui figliuol dell' Orsa, 
Cupido si, per avanzar gli Orsatti, 
Che su 1' avere, e qui me misi in borsa. 

Di sotto at capo mio son gli altri tratti, 
Che precedetter me simoni'ggiiLiidn. 
Pur la fessura della pietra piatti. 

Laggid cascher6 io altresl, quando 
Vena colui cli' io credea chu tu fuati. 
Allor ch' io feci il subito dimando. 

Ma piu e il tempo gia che i pie mi cossi, 
E ch' io son stato cosl sottosopra, 
Ch' ei non stara piantato coi pie rossi : 
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He cried ; " Already there ! and standing so ! 
Already, Boniface, dost so appear 1 
Now false the writ by several years I know. 

Art thou so soon cloy'd with that portion fair, 
For which thou didst not scruple to delude 
The Beauteous Dame, and then her members tear t " 

Like unto those, in mockery held, I stood, 
Who, lacking knowledge of a giv'n reply, 
Can naught respond in their embarrass'd mood. 

Then Virgil said ; " Inform him speedily ; 
Not he, not he am I, thou dost suppose : " 
I, thus commanded, spake accordingly. 

At this, the spirit with convulsive throes 

Quite wrench'd his feet, and sighing sadly said ; 
" What then to thee would'st have rae now diselose ? 

If such thine interest to team, whose shade 
I am, that thou the bank hast travers'd, know 
With the Great Mantle I was onco array'd. 

Son of the She-Bear, truth, I was, and so 
Ambitious to advance my cubs, that I 
Pouch'd wealth above, and pouch'd myself below. 

Dragg'd underneath my head those others he, 
Squatted along the crannies of the stone, 
Prior to me, who practis'd Simony. 

I, too, shall thither fall, what time that one 
Arriveth here, whom thee to be I thought, 
Abruptly when I made my question. 

But time is longer, since these fires have caught 
My soles, and thus revers'd I was, than when 
He shall be planted here with feet red-hot. 
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Che dopo lui verra, di piu laid' opra, 
Di ver ponente nu Pastor senza legge, 
Tal che convien che lui e me ricopra. 

Nuovo lason sara, di cui si legge 

Ne' Maccabei : e come a quel fu molle 
Suo Re, cosi fia a lui chi Francia regge. 

In non bo s' io mi fui qui troppo folle, 
Ch' io pur risposi lui a questo metro : 
Deh or mi di' quanto tesoro voile 

Nostro Signoro in prima da San Pietro, 
Clie ponesse le chiavi in sua balla 1 
Certo non chiese so non, Viemmi dietro. 

Nc Pier ne gli altri chiesero a Mattia 
Oro o argento, quando fu sortito 
Kel luogo, che pcrd6 1' anima ria. 

Pert ti sta, che tu se' ben punito ; 
E guarda ben la mal tolta moneta 
Ch' esser ti fece contra Carlo ardito. 

E se non fosse ch' ancor lo mi vieta 
La riverenza delle somme Chiavi, 
Cite tu teneati nella vita lieta, 

Io uaerei parole ancor piii gravi ; 

Che la vostra avarizia il mondo attrista, 
Calcando i buoni e sollevando i pravi. 

Di voi pastor s' accorse il Vangelista, 
Quando colei, che siede sovra 1' acque, 
Puttaneggiar co' regi a lui fu vista : 

Quel! a che con le sette teste nacque, 
E dalle diece corna ehbe argomento, 
Fin che virtute al suo marito piacque. 
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For after him shall come, more foul'd with sin, 
A Pastor from the West, of lawless mind ; 
Worthy both him and me to cover in. 

He'll a new Jason prove, such as we find 
In Maccabees ; and favour this from France 
Shall win, as Jason's king to him was kind." 

Too much fool-hardy here I was, perchance ; 
In that I answer'd; "Ah, inform me, pray, 
What sum of Holy Peter, in advance, 

Demanded Christ, before to his chief sway 
The Keys He trusted 1 surely, we are told, 
Nothing, but ' Follow Me,' the Lord did say. 

And Peter, and the rest, ne'er ask'd for gold, 
Nor silver, of Matthias, when by lot 
To fill the traitor's place he was enroll'd. 

It serves thee well : thy merit thou hast got : 
But lock up safe that ill-collected gain, 
Which against Charles made thee so boldly plot. 

Did not the reverence I still entertain 

For those chief Keys, which in thy life-time glad 
Thou wieldedst, now compel me to refrain, 

With words more stern my censure should be clad ; 
Because your avarice all men deplore, 
That tramples down the good, and lifts the bad. 

Shepherds, like you, the Evangelist of yore 
Noted, when She, who sitteth on the flood, 
By him was seen with Kings to play the whore ; 

She, who was born with the Seven Heads, who stood 
By the ten Horns attested and display'd, 
Long as she pleas'd her Heavenly Spouse with good. 
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Fatto v' avete Dio d' oro e d' argento ; 
E che altro e da voi all' idolatre, 
Se non ch' egli uno, e voi n' orate cento 1 

Ahi CoBtantin, di quanto mal fu mat re, 
Non la tua conversion, ma quella dote 
Che da te prese il primo ricco patre ! 

E mentre io gli cantava cotai note, 
0 ira o coscienza che il mordesse, 
Forte epingava con ambo le piote. 

Io credo ben ch' al mio Duca piacessc, 
Con si contenta labbia sempre attese 
Lo suon delle parole vere espresae. 

Perd con ambo le braccia mi prese, 
E poi che tutto su mi s' ebbe al petto, 
Kimonto per la via ondo discese ; 

Ne si stanco d' avermi a se ristretto, 
SI men port6 sovra U colmo dell' arco, 
Che dal quarto al quinto argine e tragetto. 

Quivi soavemente spose il carco, 
Soave per lo scoglio sconcio ed erto, 
Che sarebbe alle capre dure varco. 

Indi un altro vallon mi fu scoverto. 
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Your gods of gold and silver ye have made : 
From the idolater what differ ye 1 
His vows to one, your's to a hundred paid. 

Ah ! Constantine, to what bad progeny 

Gave birth, not thy conversion, but that dower, 
Which the first wealthy Father took from thee ' " 

While with such notes I made his hearing cower, 
With furiousness he spun on both the feet, 
Whether from rage, or conscience' gnawing power. 

This to my Chief, I trow, gave pleasure sweet ; 
Throughout with such complacency of look 
He hung upon my speech, so true and meet. 

Me therefore in both arms he fondly took, 
And, to his bosom when enfolded near, 
Upward retrae'd his way ; nor e'er forsook 

Through sense of weariness his burden dear, 
'Till he had borne me to the archway high, 
Which from the Fourth crosses to the Fifth Pier. 

There his beloved charge right- tenderly 

Depos'd he on the steep and ragged height, 
Which the wild climbing goat would sorely try : 

From thence another Valley mot my sight. 
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Di nuova pena uii convien far versi, 
E dar materia al venteaimo canto 
Delia prima canzoc, cli* e de' sonimersi. 

Io era gia diaposto tutto quanto 
A risguardar nello scoverto fondo, 
Che si bagnava d' angoscioso pianto : 

E vidi gente per lo vallon tondo 

Venir, tacendo e lagrimando, al passo 
Che fanno le letane in queato mondo. 

Come il viso mi aceae in lor piii basso, 
Mirabilmecte apparve esser travolto 
Ciascun dal mento al principio del casao, 

Che dalle reni era tomato il volto ; 
E indietro venir gli convonia, 
Perche il veder dinanzi era lor tolto. 

Forae per forza gia di parlasia 
Si travolae coai alcun del tutto ; 
Ma io nol vidi, ne credo che aia. 

Re Dio ti lasci, Lettor, prender frutto 
Di tua lezione, or penaa per te ateaso, 
Com' io potea tener lo viao asciutto, 
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Of torments new to sing beseemeth well 
This Twentieth Canto of my Comedy, 
That speaketh of the souls immers'd in Hell. 

All eagerness I stoop'd me down to pry 
Into th' abyss, discernible below, 
Bedrench'd with tears, that anguish'd hearts supply. 

And I a tribe weeping in silent woe 

Saw coming through the rounded Vale, as they, 
Who chaunt the Litanies, move onward slow. 

When nearer I beheld them, strange to say, 
The head revers'd each, to appearance, wore, 
With chin and neck-bone twisted the wrong way ; 

So that the face look'd down the shoulders o'er : 
Backward they weil might walk with monstrous mien, 
For they had lost the power to look before. 

Palsy, may be, with its encounter keen, 

In some the frames has thus all wrench'd awry : 
I think it not, nor e'er the like have seen. 



God to thy reading plenteous food supply, 
Reader, as thou, of thine own self dost tell, 
How I could long preserve my visage dry ; 
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Quando la nostra imagine da presso 
Vidi si torta, che il pianto degli occhi 
Le naticlie bagnava per lo fesso. 

Certo io piangca, poggiato ad un de' rocchi 
Del duro scoglio, si che la mia Scorta 
Mi disse : Ancor se' tu degli altri sciocchi i 

Qui vive la pieta quand' e ben morta. 
Chi e piii scellerato di colui, 
Ch' al giudicio divin passion portal 

Drizza la testa, drizza, e vedi a cui 
S' aperse agli occhi de' Teban la terra, 
Quando gridavan tutti : Dove rui, 

Anfiaraol perche lasci la guerral 
E non resti di ruinare a valle 
Fino a Minis, che ciascheduno afferra. 

Mira, ch' Iia fatto petto delle spalle : 
Pereho voile veder troppo davante, 
Dirietro guards, e fa ritroso calle. 

Vedi Tiresia, che mut6 sembiante, 
Quando di maschio femmina divenne, 
Cangiandosi le membra tutte quante ; 

E prima poi ribatter le convenne 
Li duo serpenti avvolti con la verga, 
Che riavesse le maschili penne. 

Aronta e quei ch' al ventre gli s' atterga, 
Che ne' monti di Luni, dove ronca 
Lo Carrarese che di sotto alberga, 

Ebbe tra bianclii marmi la spelonca 

Per sua dimora ; onde a guardar le stelle 
E il mar non gli era la vedufca tronca. 
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When near I saw man's image, lov'd so well, 
All so distorted, that the tears behind 
Down on the buttocks 'tween the shoulders fell. 

Full sure, I wept, on a rough ledge inclin'd 
Of the split rock : whereat, my Leader said ; 
" Art thou, like others, too— of feeble mind 1 

Here pity lives, when it is justly dead : 

Whose sin like his, who weeping can resent 
Judgments Divine, pour'd on the guilty head 1 

Raise, raise thy face ; see him, for whom was rent 
The yawning earth, the Thebans looking on, 
When all exclaim'd, ' Whither so headlong hent, 

Amphiariius 1 From the war why gone 1 ' 

Not for an instant his down-plunge he stay'd, 
Till reach'd, where Minos gripes the souls undone. 

See, of the back the bosom he has made ; 
For that he would too far in front explore, 
He looks behind him, and goes retrograde. 

Tiresias see, who dofl"d the form he wore ; 
What time a female, of a male, he grew ; 
Transmuting all the limbs he had before. 

And him the fates constrain' d to strike anew, 
With his charm'd rod, the snaky pair entwin'd, 
Before the manly plumes he could renew. 

That shade is Aruns, with Iiis paunch behind ; 
Who anciently on Luni's barren height, 
'Neath which now dwells Carrara's delving hind, 

Seclnded liv'd amongst the marbles white ; 
Whence from his cave the sea, and every star, 
Lay clear outspread before his dreamy sight. 
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E quelk che ricopre le mammelle, 
Che tu non vedi, con le trecce sciolte, 
E ha di la ogni pilosa pelle, 

Maiito fu, che cerc6 per terre molte, 
PoBcia si pose la dove nacqu' io : 
Onde un poco mi piace che m' ascolte. 

Poscia che il padre suo di vita uscio, 
E venne serva la citta di Baco, 
Questa gran tempo per lo mondo gio. 

Mu so in Italia be 11 a giace un laco 
Apple dell' Alpe, che serra Lamagna 
Sovra Tiralli, ed ha nome Benaco. 

Per mille fonti, credo, e piij si bagna, 
Tra Garda e Val Camonica, Pennino 
Dell' acqua che nel detto lago stagna. 

Luogo e nel mezzo la, dove il Trentino 
Pastore, e quel di Brescia, e il Veronese 
Segnar poria, se fesse quel cammino. 

Sicde Peschiera, bello e forte arnese 

Da fronteggiar Bresciani e Bergamaschi, 
Ove la riva intorno piu discese. 

Ivi convien che tutto quanto caschi 

Cio che in grembo a Benaco star non pud, 
E fassi flume giu pe' verdi paschi. 

Tosto che 1' acqua a correr mette co', 
Non piii Benaco, ma Mincio si chiama 
Fino a Govern o, dove cade in Po. 

Non molto ha corso, che trova una lama, 
Nella qual si distende e la impaluda, 
E suol di state talora esser grama. 



CANTO XX. 



101 



And she, who with her loosen'd tresses bare 

Conceals her bosom, which thou dost not trace, 

And has behind each covering of hair, 
Was Hanto, who a home in every place 

Sought, 'till she fix'd, where first my breath I drew : 

On which account hear me a little space. 
After her father ceas'd the light to view, 

And Bacchus' city bow'd to slavery, 

She roam'd, good length of time, the wide world through. 
There is a lake, in fair North Italy, 

Benacus call'd, that Alpine height below, 

Which o'er the Tyrol locks in Germany. 
There through a thousand springs, and more, I trow, 

'Tween Garda and Camonica, Pennine 

Is bath'd : the lake receives their mingled flow. 
Midway is found a spot, where the Trentine 

Bishop, and Brescia's, and Verona's, might, 

Chancing to pass, each bless with Holy Sign. 
Perchiera sits, strong on her beauteous site, 

The Bergamese and Brescians to oppose, 

Where lowest sinks the shore's surrounding height. 
The water there, whatever overflows 

Benacus' bosom, finds its course below; 

And through the meadows green, a river, goes. 
Such outlet found, its name is Mincio, 

No more Benacus : this it does retain 

Far as Governo, where it joins the Po. 
A little distance on, it finds a plain ; 

O'er which it stagnates, and becomes a fen ; 

Where summer spreads at times the putrid bane. 
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Quindi passando la vergine cruda 
Vide terra nel mezzo del pantano, 
Senza culture, e d' abitanti nuda. 

LI, per fuggire ogni consorzio umano, 
Kistette co' auoi servi a far sue arti, 
E visse, e vi laacio sue- corpo vano. 

Gli uomini poi, che intorno erano sparti, 
S' accolsero a quel Iuogo, ch' era forte 
Per lo pantan ch' avea da tutte parti. 

Fer la citta sovra quell' ossa morte ; 
E per colei, che il luogo prima elesse, 
Mantova 1' appellar senz' altra sorte. 

Gia fur le genti sue dentro piu spesse, 
Prima che la mattia di Casalodi, 
Da Pinamonte inganno ricevesse. 

Per6 t' aasenno, che se tu mai odi 
Originar la mia terra altrimenti, 
La verita nulla menzogna frodi. 

Ed io : Maestro, i tuoi ragionamenti 
Mi son si certi, e prendon si mia fede, 
Che gli altri mi sarien carboni spenti. 

Ma dimmi della gente che procede, 
Se tu no vedi alcun degno di nota ; 
Che solo a ci6 la mia mente rifiede. 

Allor mi disse : Quel, che dalla gota 
Porge la barba in su le apalle brune, 
Fu, quando Grecia fu di maachi vota 

Si ch' appcna rimaser per le cone, 

Auguro, o diede il punto con Calcanta 
In Aulide a tagliar la prima fune. 
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Passing that way, the dire Maid chanc'd to ken, 
On the mid-swamp, a territory wide, 
Estrang'd entire from culture, and from men. 

In search of loneliness, she chose to abide 

There with her slaves, to ply their craft profound, 
There liv'd ; and there, her body leaving, died. 

Nor long, before the people, scatter'd round, 
Assembled on that spot ; for it was made 
Strong by the fen, that form'd its circling bound. 

Their city on her dry dead bones they laid ; 
And it from her, who first the station chose, 
Call'd Manto : nor invok'd they further aid. 

The dwellers once in larger numbers rose, 
Before that Pinamonte's falsehood base 
On Casalodi's folly did impose. 

I bid thee, therefore, of my native place 
If other origin to thee be told, 
Let no mendacious tale the truth deface." 

Then I ; "Thy words such evidence unfold, 
Master, and so my credence seize and bind, 
Others to me would prove but embers cold. 

But among these, that in procession wind, 
Say, see'st thou any worthy of regard : 
For to this only still reverts my mind." 

Then he ; " Yon shade, who from the cheek the beard 
Spreads on his swarthy shoulders, when so fail'd 
Greece in her brood of males, that scarce appear'd 

Left tarrying at home, the cradled child, 
Was Seer : at Aulis he for hoisting sail 
Pronounc'd with Calchas the set time fulfill'd. 
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Euripilo ebbe nome, e cosl il canta 
L' alta mia Tragedia in alcun loco ; 
Ben lo sai tu ehe la sai tutta quanta. 

Quell' altro ehe ne' fianchi c cosl poco, 
Michele Scotto fu, die veramente 
Delle magiche frode seppe il ginoco. 

Vedi Guido Bonatti, vedi Asdente, 
Ch' avere inteso al cuoio cd alio spago 
Ora vorrebbe, ma tardi si pente. 

Vedi le.triate ehe lasciaron P ago, 
La spola e il fuso, e fecersi indovine ; 
Fecer malle con erbe e con iniago. 

Ma vienuo omai ; che gia tiene U confine 
D' amenduo gli emisperi, e tocca 1' onda 
Sotto SibOia, Caino e le spine. 

E gia iernottc fu la Luna tonda : 

Ben ten dee ricordar, che non ti nocque 
Alcuna volta per la selva fonda. 

SI mi parlava, ed andavamo introcque. 
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Eurypylus his name : and so the tale 
Fitly records my lofty Tragick lay : 
As well thou know'st ; for thou dost know it all. 

That other, with the loins so shrunk away, 
Was Michel Scot, who, for a cortain, knew 
Of every Magick art the juggling play. 

Guido Bonatti see ; Asdente, too ; 

Had he ne'er ceas'd his cobbling craft to ply, 
Glad were he now ; but now 'tis late to rue. 

See the sad crones, who laid the needle by, 
The loom and spindle, fortunes to divine ; 
And wrought with herbs and images a lie. 

But on ; for Cain already pales his shine, 
With Fork of Thorns, on either hemisphere, 
Beneath Seville drinking the Western brine ; 

And the Moon shone last night full orb'd and clear : 
Thou must remember well, how great the good 
She brought thee in the sombre Wood-land drear. 

He thus ; and we, meanwhile, our way pursued. 
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Cosi di ponte in ponte, altro parlando 
Che la mia Commedla cantar non eura, 
Veniramo ; e tenevamo il colmo, quando 

Ristemmo per veder 1' altra fessura 
Di Malebolge, e gli altri pianti vani : 
E vidila niirabilmente oscura. 

Quale nell' Arzana de' Viniziani 
Bolle 1' inverno la tenace pece 
A rimpalmar Ii Iegni lor non sani, 

Che navicar non ponno ; e in quella veee 
Clii fa euo legno nuovo, e chi ristoppa 
Le coste a quel che piii viaggi fece ; 

Chi ribatte da proda, e chi da poppa ; 
Altri fa remi, ed altri volge sarte ; 
Chi terzeniolo, ed artimon rintoppa : 

Tal, non per fuoco, ma per divina arte 
Bollia laggiuso una pegola spesea, 
Che inviacava la ripa d' ogni parte. 

Io vedea lei, ma non vedeva in essa 
Ma' che le bolle che il bollor levava, 
E gonfiar tutta, e riseder compressa. 
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Of other things discoursing, than to write 

I care in this my tuneful Comedy, 

From bridge to bridge wecame.andgain'd the height ; 
Of Malebolge whence we stopp'd to spy 

Another cleft, and others' fruitless waiL 

And strangely dim it struck my wondering eye. 
As, in the winter, at the Arsenal 

Of the Venetians toils th' adhesive tar, 

To caulk their ships, no longer fit to sail ; 
When kept on land the men have time to spare ; 

One a new vessel builds, and one the hide, 

Leaky, through many a voyage, stops up with cart:. 
The stern one hammers, one the fore-part side ; 

These shape the oars, and these the cables twine ; 

Some stouter sails, mizen and main, provide. 
So, not by force of fire, but art Divine, 

The massy pitch was boiling down below. 

Gluing in every part the bordering line. 
I saw ; but in't saw nothing, but the glow 

Of bubbles, rais'd by the hot boiling there ; 

How all upheav'd, and then subsided low. 
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Mentr' io laggiu fisamente mirava, 

Lo Duca mio dicendo : Guarda, guarda ! 
Mi trasse a kc del luogo dov' io stava. 

Allor mi volai come 1' uom, cui tarda 
Di vcder quel che gli convien fuggire, 
E cui paura subita sgagliarda, 

Che, per veder, non indugia il partire : 
E vidi dietro a noi un Biavol nero 
Corrcndo su per lo scoglio venire. 

Ahi quanto cgli era nell' aapetto fiero ! 
E quanto mi parea nell' atto acerbo. 
Con 1' ale aperte, e sovTa i pie leggiero ! 

L' omero suo, eh' era acuto e superbo, 
Carcava uu peccator con ambo 1' anehe, 
Ed ei tenea de' pic glicrmito il nerbo. 

Del nostro ponte, disse, o Malebranohe, 
Ecco un degli Anzian di Santa Zita : 
Mettetel aotto, cb* io torno per anche 

A quella terra che n' fe ben forrdta. 

Ogni uom v' b barattier, fuor che Bonturo : 
Del no per li denar vi si fa ita. 

Laggiu il butt6, e per lo scoglio duro 
Si volsc ; e mai non fu mastino sciolto 
Con tanta fretta a seguitar lo furo. 

Quei a' attuffo, e tomd au convolto ; 

Ma i Demon, che del ponte avean covcrdiio, 
Gridar : Qui non ha luogo il Santo Volto ; 

Qui Bi nnota altrimeuti che nel Serchio : 
Per6 Be tu non vuoi de' nostri graffi, 
Non far aovra la pegola soverchio. 
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While, thus absorb' d, I bent with downward stare, 
Quick from tlie place, where I was standing, me 
My Guide withdrew, saying, '" Beware 1 beware!" 

I tuni'd me round, as one, who longs to see 

What, when 'tis seen, he must avoid straightway, 
Whom paniek fears unman td such degree, 

That i' mil.' single glance he dares not stay: 
And I beheld a fiend, of coal-black hue, 
Speeding behind us on the rocky way. 

Ah, what a direful aspect his to view ! 
How show'd his gesture terrible, as light 
With wings outspread, aiding his feet, he flew ! 

His shoulder, high and sharp, a sinner's weight 
Prcss'd with both haunches, wide across him laid ; 
And of each foot he grasp'd the tendon tight. 

" O Malebranche, look ; here's one," he said, 
" Of Holy Zita's ' antients,' our just prey : 
Pitch him below ; for others of his grade 

I to that plenteous land retrace my way : 
Except Bonturo, ail are swindlers there : 
Their ' Nay,' for money's sake, soon turns to ' Yea.' " 

He dash'd him down, and o'er the flint-stone bare 
Tuni'd back ; nor swifter could a mastiff bound, 
Let loose tho robber to pursue and tear. 

The wretch plung'd in, and then came up, tuni'd round : 
But, from their under-arch, the Demons grim 
Exclaim' d, " No 1 Santo Volfco ' here is found : 

Not here, as in the Serchio, people swim ; 

If, then, thou wouldst not our sharp flesh-hooks try, 
Venture not forth beyond the pitchy brim." 



Digitized by Google 



CANTO XXI. 



Poi T addcntar con pift di cent') raffi, 
Disscr : Coverto convien die qui balli, 
SI die, so puoi, naacosameute accaffi. 

Non altrimenti i cuochi a' lor vassalli 
Fanno attuft'are in mezzo la caldaia 
La carni* cnglt um;m. p<>rdie non galli. 

f» bnon Maestro : Aeeiocche non si paia 
Che tu ci sii, mi disse, giu t' acquatta 
Dopo lino sdieggio, die alcun sdienno t' Itaia ; 

E per nulla offension, die a me sia fatta, 
Non temcr tu, ch' io ho le cose contc, 
Perch' altra volta fui a tal baratta. 

Poscia passo di la dal co' del ponte, 
E com' ei giunse in su la ripa sesta, 
Mestier gli fu d' aver sicura fronte. 

Con quel furore, e con quella tempesta, 
Ch' escono i cani addosso al povercllo, 
Che di suhito chiedc ove s' arresta ; 

Usciron quoi di sotto al ponticcllo, 
E volser contra lui tutti i roncigli ; 
Ma ei grido : Nessun di voi sia fello. 

Innanzi che 1' uncin vostro mi pigli, 
Traggasi avanti 1' un di voi che m' oda, 
E poi di roncigliarmi si consigli. 

Tutti gridaron : Vada Malacoda ; 

Perch' un si mosse, e gli altri stetter fermi ; 
E vennc a lui ilicendu ; Che gli approdal 

Oredi tu, Malacoda, qui vedermi 
Esaer venuto, disse il mio Maestro, 
Securo gia da tutti i vostri schenni, 
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With all their prongs then striking him they cry ; 
" Here, under cover, thou may'st sport and play, 
And, as best able, rob clandestinely." 

Cooks make their scullions in no other way 
Poke boiling flesh beneath the cauldron's tide, 
Lest on the surface it should float, and stray. 

My Master then to me : " Go now, and hide, 

Squatting behind some cleft, winch thee a screen 
Against thy being notic'd may provide. 

And rude soe'er toward me be their demean, 
Yet nothing fear : such things I fully know, 
Present, before, at like contentious scene." 

O'er the mid-bridge he wended down below ; 

And, well, when reaching the Sixth bank, hod need 
A countenance of fortitude to shew. 

With the same rage, the same tempestuous speed, 
That dogs lash out to harm the tatter'd man. 
Who hastes at every stop his wants to plead ; 

Forth from beneath the bridge those devils ran, 
Their hooks all turn'd against him ; but he spake 
Instant ; " All ye, your violence restrain. 

Ere ye presume 'gainst me your prongs to shake, 
One of your troop, for parley, choose, and call : 
And then, for hooking me, your counsel take." 

" Let Malacoda go," they shouted all : 
So one advane'd, the rest remaining still : 
And coming said ; " What him can tins avail 1" 

" Dost think to see me come without the Will 
Divine, and destiny's propitious aid, 
Preserv'd from all your implements of ill, 
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Senza voler divino e fato deatro 1 

Lasciami andar, che nel Cielo e voluto 

Ch' io moatri altnii questo cammin silvestro. 

Alior gli fu 1' orgoglio si caduto, 

Che si lascio cascar V uncino ai piedi, 
E disse agli altri ; Omai non sia feruto. 

E il Duca mio a me : 0 tu, che siedi 

Tra gli sclieggion del ponte quatto quatto, 
Sicuramente omai a me ti riedi. 

Perch' io mi mossi, ed a lui venni ratto ; 
E i Diavoli si fecer tutti avanti, 
SI ch' io temetti non tenesser patto. 

E cosl vid' io gia temer li fanti 

Ch' uscivan patteggiati di Caprona, 
Veggendo se tra nemici cotanti. 

Io m' accostai con tutta la persona 

Lungo i! mio Duca, e non torceva gli ocelli 
Dalla sembianza lor, ch' era non buonn. 

Ei chinavan gli rani, e : Vuoi ch 1 io '1 tocchi 
Diceva 1' un con 1' altro, in sul groppone 1 
E rispondean : SI, fa che gliele accocchi. 

Ma quel Demonio, che tenea sermone 
Col Duca mio, si volse tutto presto 
E disse : Posa, posa, Scarmiglione. 

Poi disse a noi : Piii oltre andar per questo 
Scoglio non si potra ; perocchfi giace 
Tutto spezzato al fondo 1' arco scsto : 

E se V andare avanti pur vi piace, 
Andatevene su per questa grotta : 
Presso 6 un altro scoglio che via face. 
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Thus, Malacoda, far!" the Master said, 

" On let me pass ; for Heaven has will'd it so, 
That I another through this waste should lead." 

Then down his arrogancy fell so low, 

That loose he dropp'd the flesh-hook at his feet ; 
Saying to the rest ; " Let him uninjur'd go." 

And my Guide me address'd ; " 0 thou, whose scat 
Is squat amongst the bridge's ruinous heap, 
Now safe rejoin me from thy close retreat." 

On this, I toward him mov'd with hurried step ; 
With forward rush when all the Demons rose ; 
So tliat I fear'd their pledge they would not keep. 

Such fear I saw the infantry disclose, 

When from Caprona, under pledge, they went, 
And found them in the midst of mighty foes. 

I gat me all close to my Guide : intent 

I watch'd them, and mine eyes ne'er took so much, 
As once, from theirs, that look'd on mischief bent. 

Their prongs they lower'd ; " Shall I gently touch 
Him on the crupper 1 " one to another cried ; 
'Twas answer'd ; " Ay, mind, nick him on the notch." 

But he, that Demon-cliief, who with my Guide 
Was still conferring, turn'd him round in haste, 
And said ; " Still, still, Scarmiglione, abide." 

And then to us ; " The path is no more trae'd 
Along this cliff; for the Sixth arch now lies 
All, at its basement, broken down, and waste. 

Still onward to advance if you devise, 
Ascend ye by tins cavity ; for near 
Stretches another cliff, and way supplies. 
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Ier, piu oltre cinqu' ore che quest' otta, 
Mille dugento con sessanta sei 
Anni compier, che qui la via fu rotta. 

Io mando verso la di questi miei 
A riguardar s' alcuu se lie sciorina : 
Gite con lor, ch' ei non saranno rei. 

Tratti avanti, Alichino e Calcabrina, 
Comincib egli a dire, e tu, Cagnazzo, 
E Barbariccia guidi la decina. 

Libicocco vegna oltre, e Draghignazzo, 
Ciriatto sannuto, e Graffiacane, 
E Farfarello, e Rubicante pazzo. 

Cercate intorno le bollenti pane ; 

Costor sien salvi insino all' altro scheggio, 
Che tutto intero va sovra le tane. 

0 me ! Maestro, che e quel che io veggio 1 
Diss' io : deh senza scorta andiamci soli, 
Se tu sa' ir, ch' io per me non la cheggio. 

Se tn sei si accorto come suoli, 

Non vedi tu ch' ei digrignan li denti, 
E con le riglia ne minaccian duoli 1 

Ed egli a me : Non vo' che tu paventi : 
Lasciali digrignar pure a lor senno, 
Ch' ei fanno cio per U lessi dolenti. 

Per 1' argine sinistro volta dienno ; 

Ma prima avea ciascun la lingua stretta 
Co' denti vereo lor dnea per cenno : 

Ed egli avea del cul fatto trombotta. 
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Yester, than now later five hours, the year 

Twelve hundred three score six had reach'd its end, 
Since all the pass was swept in shivers here. 

Thither I now a searching squadron send, 
If, chance, a shade, for air, its bound exceed ; 
Go in their company : they won't offend. 

March, Alichino ; Calcahrina, speed : " 

He then 'gan. order ; " Thou, Cagnazzo, go : 
And Iiarhariccia shall the Decade lead. 

On Libicocco ; on, Draghmazz6 ; 

And thou, Ciriatto, with thy tusk of boaT ; 
Mad Eubicante, Farfarello, too. 

Now all around the simmering pitch explore ; 
And these in safety marshal, 'till they be 
Where th 1 other ridge unbroken spans the shore." 

" Ay me ! " I cried, " wliat now is this I see ! 
Master, 0 pray, dispense with any guide : 
Thou know'st the way : no guide I ask for me. 

If thou art still, as ever wont, sharp-ey'd, 

Dost thou not see their grinning tushes bare, 
And how their scowls menace on every side 1 " 

And he to me ; " Dislikes me thy vain fear : 
Still let them grin, and to their hearts' content ; 
For 'tis at those sad wretches, boiling there." 

By the left bank the Demons turn'd and went : 
But 'tween the teeth each first had close confin'd 
His tongue — a signal, for the Captain meant ; 

And he had blown his trumpet from behind. 
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Io vidi gia cavalier muover campo, 
E cominciare stormo, e far lor mostra, 
E talvolta partir per loro scampo : 

Corridor vidi per la terra vostra, 
0 Aretini ; e vidi gir gualdane, 
Ferir torneamenti, e correr giostra, 

Quando coe trombe, e quando con campane, 
Con tamburi e con cenni di castella, 
E con cose nostrali, e con istrane ; 

Ne gia con si diversa cennameUa 
Cavalier vidi mover, no pedoni, 
No nave a segno di terra o di stella. 

Noi andavam con li dieci Dimoni : 
Ahi fiera compagnia ! ma nella chiesa 
Co' santi, cd in taverna co' ghiottoni. 

Pure alia pegola era ia mia intesa, 
Per veder della bolgia ogni contegno, 
E della gente ch' entro v' era incesa. 

Come i delfini, quando fanno segno 
Ai marinar con 1' arco della schiena, 
Che s' argomentin di campar lor legno ; 
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I have seen horsemen from the camp set out, 
Form for attack, and muster in full force, 
And for retreat, it may be, wheel about. 

Scouts I have seen over your country course, 
0 Aretines ! I've seen marauders fell, 
And tilting, and the joust of horse with horse, 

At signals, now of trumpet, now of bell ; 

With drums, with beacons from the towers afar, 
With things our own, and foreign things as well : 

But never at so strange a pipe of war 
Seen have I cavalry advance, or foot ; 
Nor vessel, motion'd from the land, or star. 

By the ten Demons on our journey brought, 

We went : Ah, dread attendance ! but they say, 
" At Church, with Saints ; at tavern, with the sot." 

Still on the pitch I mus'd, to learn each way 

Of the deep chasm, and what their state might be, 
Who in the grim enclosure sweltering lay. 

Arching their backs, as dolphins ride the sea, 
That mariners may time for counsel gain, 
How best to save their ship from jeopardy ; 
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Talor coal ad alleggiar In pona 

Mostrava alcun de' peccatori D dosso, 
E nascondeva in men che non balena. 

E come all' orlo dell' acqua d' un fosso 
Stan H ranocchi pur col muso fuori, 
SI che celatio i piedi e, V altro grosso ; 

SI stavan d' ogni parte i peccatori : 
Ma come s' appressava Barbariccta, 
Cosl si ritraean sotto 1 bollori. 

Io vidi, ed anche U cuor mi a' accapriccia, 
Uno aspettar cosl, com' egli incontra 
Che una rana rimane, e V altra spiccia. 

E Graffiacan, che gli era piii di contra, 
Gli arroneiglifr le impegolate chiome, 
E trassel au, che mi parve una lontra. 

Io sapea gia di tutti quanti il nome, 
SI li notai quando furono eletti, 
E poi che si chiamaro, attesi come. 

0 Rubicante, fa che tu gli metti 

Gli unghioni addosso si che tu lo scuoi, 
Gridavan tutti insieme i maladetti. 

Ed io : Maestro mio, fa, se tu puoi, 
Che tu sappi chi 6 lo sciagurato 
Vcnuto a man degli avversarj buol 

Lo Duca mio gli s' accostd a lato, 

Domandollo ond' ci fosso ; e quei rispose : 
Io fui del regno di Navarra nato. 

Mia madre a servo d' un signor mi pose, 
Clio m' avea generato d' un ribaldo 
Distruggitor di se e di sue cose. 
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So now and then, to mitigate the pain, 

His back some sinner on the surface show'd ; 
But, swift as lightning, drew it in again. 

And, as the frogs the snout alone protrude, 
While standing at the swampy water's brink, 
So as to hide the body and feet ; thus stood 

The sinnors all about this gloomy sink ; 
But, at the sight of Barbariccia near, 
They hasten'd quick beneath the pitch to slink. 

I saw — thereat my heart still quails with fear — 
One linger still ; as it will hap sometime, 
While th' other frog darts off, one wi!l not stir. 

Then Grafiiacan, who stood most near the brim, 
Seiz'd with a hook the gummy matted hair, 
And haul'd him, like an otter from the stream. 

I knew the name, tliat every Demon bare ; 

For them, when pick'd, I view'd with heedful eye, 
And, when they call'd each other, mark'd with care. 

" 0 Eubicante ! to the back apply, 

That thou may'st skin him whole, the grappling claws : " 
The cursed fiends rais'd simultaneous cry. 

And I ; "If possible, my Master, cause 
That we may know, who 'tis, in evil tide 
Thus fall'n within his adversary's paws. 

My Leader then drew closely to his side, 
And ask'd him, who he was ; " I of Navarre 
In the fair realm was born," the shade replied. 

My mother plac'd me to a Noble there ; 
For to a ribald, who liimself, and fame, 
And all his goods bad squandered, she me hare. 



1 CANTO XXII. 

Poi fui famiglia del buon re Tcbaldo ; 
Quivi mi misi a far baratteria, 
Di che rendo ragionc in queato caldo. 

E Ciriatto, a cui di bocca uacia 

D' ogni parte una sanna, corae a potco, 
Gli fe' aentir come I' una sdruela, 

Tra male gatte era venuto il sorco ; 

Ma Barbariccia il chiuse con le braccia, 
E disse : State in la, mentr' io lo inforco. 

E al Maestro mio volse la faccia : 
Dimanda, disse, ancor, se piii disii 
Saper da lui, prima ch' altri il disfaecia. 

IjO Duca dunque : Or di', degli altri rii 
Conosci tu alcun che aia Latino, 
Sotto la pece 1 E quegli : Io mi partii 

Poco e, da un clie fu di la vicino : 
Cos! fose' io ancor con lui coverto, 
Cli' io non temerei unghia, no uncino. 

E Libicocco : Troppo avem sofierto, 

Disse ; e presegli il braccio col roneiglio,' 
St che, stracciando, ne porto un lacerto. 

Draghignaazo anch' ei voile dar di piglio 
Giu dalle gambe ; onde il decurio loro 
Si volse intorno intorno con mal piglio. 

Quand' elli un poco rappackti foro, 
A lui ch' ancor mirava sua ferita, 
Dimand6 il Duca mio senza dimoro : 

Chi fu colui, da cui mala partita 
Di' che facesti per venire a prodal 
Ed ei rispoae : Fu frate Goraita, 
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Then page to good King Thibault I became : 
Here 'twas I took to peculations foul, 
Which now I pay for in tliis scalding flame. 

And Ciriatto, from whose swinish jowl 
A tusk, on either side, gave fierce display, 
Quick made him feel, how one could rip and maul. 

The mouse to naughty cats had fall'n a prey : 
But Barbariccia clasp'd him safe, and said ; 
" While I embrace him, keep ye far away." 

Then to my Master he inclin'd his head, 

Saying ; " If more from him thou seek'st to know, 
Ask, ere a second mangling blow be sped." 

The Guide, " Now tell me, the deep pitch below 
Is any Latian sunk, art thou aware." 
Then he ; " One such I left, short time ago, 

When parting ; one, who liv'd that country near : 
Oh, that with him I still were cover'd o'er, 
No claw, no tenter-hook would make me fear!" 

And Libicocco ; " We can stand no more : " 
And hook'd him by the arm, as thus he spoke ; 
So that a quivering shred away he tore. 

And Draghinazzo Iong'd to inflict a stroke 

Under the thighs ; whereat, him round and round 
Wheel'd the Decurion with a threatening look. 

When somewliat of repose their rage had found, 
My C iuidc .leinatiikcl him without delay, 
As still he musing gaz'd upon the wound ; 

" Who was the spirit, of whom thou didst say, 
Amiss thou leftcst him, to reach this place 1 " 
He answer'd ; " Friar Gomita, who the sway 
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Quel di Gallura, vasel d' ogni froda, 

Ch' ebbe i uimici di suo donno in mano, 
E fe' lor si, che ciascun se ne loda : 

Denar si tolse, e lasciolli di piano, 

SI com' ei dice : e negli altri uficj anchc 
Barattier fu non picciol, ma sovrano. 

Usa con esso donno Michel Zauche 
Di Logodoro ; c a dir di Sardigna 
Lo linguc lor non si sentono stanchc. 

O me ! vedete i' altro die digrigna : 
Io direi anche ; ma io temo ch' ello 
Non e' apparecchi a grattarmi la tigna. 

E il gran proposto, volto a Farfarello 
Che stralunava gli occhi per ferire, 
Disse : Fatti in costa, malvagio uccello. 

Se voi volete vedere o udire, 

Eicomincio lo spaurato appresso, 
Toschi o Lombardi, io ne far6 venire. 

Ma stien le Malebranche un poco in cesso, 
SI clic non teman dclle lor vendette ; 
Ed io, seggendo in qucsto luogo stesso, 

Per un ch' io son, ne fard venir sette, 
Quando sufolero, com' e nostr* nso 
Di fare allor che fuori alcun si mette. 

Cagnazzo a cotal motto levd il muso, 
Crollando il capo, e disse : Odi malizia 
Ch' r'^li pi-iiMLtn per yittiiini iruiso. 

Ond' ei, ch' avea lacciuoli a gran divizia, 
Eispose : Malizioso son io troppo, 
Quando procuro a' miei maggior tristizia ! 
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Held o'er GaUura, of all fraud the vase ; 
His master's enemies to such degree 
He kept in hand, they all pronounced his praise. 

Their brihes he took, and 'coolly' set them free — 
'lis his own word : in other trusts, as well, 
The first, not last, of batterers was he. 

With him Don Michel Zanclie herds in Hell — 
Of Logodoro ; and with ceaseless din 
Their tongues unwearied of Sardinia tell." 

" 0 me ! behold that other's spiteful grin : 
More would I say ; but terribly I fear, 
He 18 preparing now to grate my skin." 

Th' High Marshal then to Farfarel drew near, 

Whose eyes, to strike, were rolling on the stretch, 
And said ; " Thou Hell-kite, back toward the rear." 

" If 'tis your wish," resum'd the trembling wretch. 
To hear or see Tuscans or Lombards, straight 
Them hither from beneath I'll call, and fetch. 

But let the Malebranche hence retreat 

Some space, that so their vengeance none may dread ; 
And I, this place, retaining for my seat, 

For one, as I, will seven have hither led ; 
"What time, I hiss, as 'tis our wont to do, 
When any peer from out the clotty bed." 

At such a speech, his muzzle Cagnazz6 

TJpcurl'd, and shook his head ; " Oh, hear," he cried, 
"A trick prepense: he means to plunge below." 

Then he, most rich in subterfuge, replied ; 
"Tricksome in this, forsooth, too much am I, 
Thus for mine own more sorrow to provide." 
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AHchin Don si tenne, e di rintoppo 
Agli altri, dissc a lui : Se tu ti eali. 
lo non ti verro dictro di galoppo, 

Ma batterb sovra la pece 1" ali : 
Lascisi il colle, e sia la ripa scudo, 
A veder se tu sol piu di noi valL 

0 tu, che leggi, udirai nuovo !udo : 

Ciascun dall' altra costa gli occhi volse ; 
Quel prima, eh' a cio fare era piu crudo. 

Lo Navarrese ben suo tempo colse ; 
Fermi) le piante a terra, e in un pnnto 
Salto, e dal proposto lor si sciolse : 

Di che ciascun di colpo fu compunto. 
Ma quei piu, che cagion fu del dif'etto. 
Perf> si mosse, e grido : Tu se' giunto 

Ma poco valse ; che 1' ale al sospetto 
Non potero avanzar : quegli andb sutto, 
E quei drizzo, volando, suso il petto. 

Non altrimenti 1" anitra di botto, 

Quando il falcon a' appresaa, giu e' attuffa, 
Ed ei ritorna su erucciato e rotto. 

Irato Calcabrina dclla buffa, 

Volando dietro gli tenne, invaghito 
Clie quei campasse, per aver la zuffa. 

E come il baratticr fu disparito, 

Gosi volse gli artigli al suo compagno, 
E fu con lui sovra il fosso ghcrmito. 

Ma 1' altro fu bene sparvier grifagno 
Ad artigliar ben lui ; e ambedue 
Caddcr nel mezzo del bollente stagno. 
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Brook'd Alichin no more, but, contrary 

To all the rest, exclaiin'd ; " If down thou move, 
Thee I'll not chase upon my feet, but fly 

With airy swoop the pitchy surge above : 

Let all draw back : yon bank shall serve as screen : 
See now, if thou, or we, the stronger prove." 

0 Eeader, here's a novel gamesome scene ! 
Each to the adverse side had turn'd Ms eyes, 
He first, who most the plan did contravene. 

His nick of time well took the Navarrese ; 

Firm planted he his foot ; then, swift as thought, 
Sprang, and their fierce design escap'd with ease. 

Each suddenly to sharp remorse was brought ; 
He chiefly, who had caus'd their wish to fail : 
Therefore he rush' d, and shouted; "Thou art caught." 

But little could his eagerness prevail : 

Swifter than wings was fear : one downward went ; 
Th' other above rose on his volant sail. 

So when the falcon nears with ill intent, 

Th' observant duck dives to the bottom quick : 
Poil'd he returns, his grief and rage to vent. 

Indignant Calcabrina at the trick 

Flying pursues him close ; yet feels delight, 
The sinner 'scap'd, a quarrel thence to pick. 

And, as the barterer was no more in sight, 

So, on his mate he turn'd his claws with haste, 
And on him o'er the pit was grappled tight. 

But a true goshawk th' other shew'd, so fast 

He clutch'd him ; headlong now adown they fell, 
In the mid boiling lake together cast. 
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Lo caldo sgliermitor subito fue : 
Ma peri di levarsi era niente, 
SI aveano inviseate 1' ale sue. 

Barbariccia con gli altri suoi dolent«, 
Quattro ne fe' volar dall' altra costa 
Con tutti i raifi : e assai prcstaincute 

Di qua di \k discesero alia posta ; 
Porser gli uncini verso gl' impaniati, 
Ch 1 eran gii cotti dentro dalla crosta. 

E noi laaciammo lor cosl impacciati 
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Tho teat soon serv'd their strife to unloose, and quell ;, 
But all in vain they struggled for the land, 
So clogg'd their pinions in the viscous swell. 

Then Barbariccia, with his sorrowing band, 
Quick to the other bank dispatches four 
Arm'd with harpoons : each for his proper stand 

Quick parted, flying diverse, and reach'd the shore ; 
Their hooks they then extended to tho pair 
Lim'd in the pitch, quite stew'd, and smarting sore : 

And so, in all this mess, we left them there. 
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Taciti, s6li, e senza compagnia 

N' andavam 1' un dinanzi e 1' altro dopo, 
Come i frati Minor vanno per via. 

Volto era in bu la favola d' Isopo 
Lo mio pensier per la presente rissa, 
Dov' ei parlo della rana e del topo : 

Che piu non si pareggia mo ed issa, 

Che 1' un coll' altro fa, se ben s' accoppia 
Principio e fine con la mente fiesa r 

E come 1' un pensier dell' altro scoppia, 
Coal nacque di quello un altro poi, 
Che la prima paura mi fe' doppia. 

lo pensava cosl : Questi per noi 

Sono scherniti, e con danno e con beffa 
SI fatta, ch' assai credo che lor nfli. 

Se !' ira sovra il mal voler s' aggueffa, 
Ei ne verranno dietro piu crudeli, 
Che cane a quella levre ch' egli acceffa. 

Gia mi sentia tutto arricciar li peli 
Delia paura, e stava indietro intento, 
Quando io disse : Maestro, se non celi 
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Apart, in silence, and in solitude, 

We forward mov'd, he first, and I behind ; 
As Minor Friars wend in pensive mood. 

To ^Esop's fable my reflecting mind 

Was carried back hy the Demonian fight, 
Where he relates how frog and mouse combin'd. 

For not more close two synonyms unite, 
Than this with th' other tallies, if the end 
With the beginning we conjoin aright. 

And rapidly as thought to thought will tend. 
So, of my first, a second soon was born, 
Doubling my former fear, when both did blend. 

My reasoning this — Through us these Demons scorn 
And damage have sustain'd ; such insult, too, 
As, in my sure belief, they sore must mourn. 

If angry passions on malignant grow, 

Fiercer than hound, who mouths and mauls the prey, 
Instant they'll now pursue us, as wo go. 

I felt my hair all bristluig with dismay, 
And halted, eagerly towards the rear 
Listening ; then said ; " Unless, without delay, 
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Te e me tostamcnte, io pavento 

Di Malebranche : noi gli avem gia dictro : 
Io gli immagino si, che gia gli sento. 

E quci : S' io fossi d' impiombato vetro, 
L' immagine di fuor tua non trarrei 
Piit tosto a me, che quella dentro impetro. 

Pur mo venieno i tuoi pensier tra i miei 
Con simile atto e con simile faccia, 
SI che d' entrambi un sol consiglio fei. 

S' egli e, che si la destra costa giaccia, 

Che noi possiam nell' altra bolgia scendere, 
Noi fuggirem 1' immaginata caccia. 

Gia non complo di tal consiglio rendere, 
Ch' io gli vidi venir con 1' ale tese, 
Non molto lungi, per volerne prendere. 

Lo Duca mio di subito mi prese, 

Come la madre cb' al romore e desta, 
E vede presso a se le fiamme accese, 

Che prende il figlio, e fugge, e non b' arresta, 
Avendo pit di lui che di se cura, 
Tanto che solo una camicia vesta : 

E giii dal collo della ripa dura 

Supin si diede alia pendente roccia, 
Che 1' un de' lati all' altra bolgia tura. 

Non corse mai si tosto acqua per doccia 
A volger ruota di mulin terragno, 
Quand' ella piii verso le pale approccia, 

Come il Maestro mio per quel vivagno, 
Portandosene me Bovra il suo petto, 
Come suo figlio, e non come compagno. 
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Master, thou hide us both, I greatly fear 
These Malebranche : they are us behind ; 
I fancy them quite close, I feel them here." 

Then he ; " Were I a mirror leaden-lin'd, 
Not sooner should I catch thy form outside, 
Than I partake th' impression of thy mind. 

E'en now thy thoughts with mine were so allied, 
Portray'd alike in gesture and in face, 
That I one counsel fram'd of either side. 

Should £he right bank, o'erhanging towards its base, 
Grant us a passage, that we so descend, 
We shall elude th' imaginary chase." 

He scarce such counsel had the time to end, 
Or ere I saw them in full wing appear, 
Now at our very heels, to seize and rend. 

Quick snatch'd me up my Guide with panick-fear ; 
Like as a mother, whom the cries awake, 
Seeing the flames destructive kindled near, 

Quick snatches up her boy, their flight to make ; 
Of self so mindless, he so much her care, 
She lingers not her seemly dress to take : 

And down supinely from the rocky stair, 
He s!id towards an adverse crag, that lay 
Flanking one side of th' other opening bare. 

Water more rapidly ne'er sped its way 

Down the slope spout, a land mill-wheel to move, 
When on the ladles it begins to play, 

Than shot my Master from the edge above ; 
Bearing me, folded in his arms outspread, 
Not as his comrade, but a child of love. 
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Appena furo i pie suoi giunti al letto 

Del fondo giii, ch' ei giunsero in sul colle 
Sovresso noi : rca non gli era soapetto ; 

Che 1' alta Providenza, che lor voile 
Porre ministri della fossa quinta, 
Potere indi paKirsi a tutti tolle. 

Laggiu trovammo una gente dipinta, 
Clie giva intoruo assai con lenti passi, 
Piangendo, e nel sembiante stanca e vinta. 

Egli avean cappe con cappucci bassi 
Dinanzi agli occhi, fattc della taglia 
Che per li monad in Cologna faasi. 

Di fuor dorate son, si ch' egli abbaglia ; 
Ma dentro tutte piombo, e gravi tanto, 
Che Federigo le mettea di paglia. 

0 in eterno faticoso manto ! 

Noi ci volgcmmo ancor pure a man roanca 
Con loro insieme, intenti al tristo pianto : 

Ma per lo peso quella gente stanca 
Venia s\ pian, che noi eravara nuovi 
Di compagnia ad ogni muover d' anca. 

Per ch' io al Duca mio : Fa che tu trovi 
Alcun, ch' al fatto o al nome si conosca ; 
E gli occhi, si andando, intorno muovi. 

Ed un, che intese la parola Tosca, 
Dirietro a noi grido : Tenete i piedi, 
Voi, che correte b\ per 1' aura fosca : 

Forse ch' avrai da me quel che tu chiedi. 
Onde li Duca si volse, e disse : Aspetta, 
E poi aecondo il auo passo procedi. 
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His feet had only just the nether bed 
Reach' d deep below, than they th' impending height 
Had gain'd ; yet nothing here oceasion'd dread. 

For the high Providence, who gave them right 
O'er the fifth Chasm deputed sway to bear, 
Within this tether had restrain'd their flight. 

Beneath we met a tribe bepainted fair, 

Who weeping pac'd the round, exceeding slow ; 
Jaded their looks, and quite subdued with care. 

Cloaks they had on with cowls, that from the brow 
Reach' d o'er their eyes ; a fashion these display'd, 
Resembling what the monks at Cologne shew. 

With gilt, to dazzling, they are overlaid : 
Within 'tis leaden all ; a weight so sore, 
That Frederick's seem'd of stubble to be made. 

O mantlej ponderous for evermore ! 

With them we turn'd to the left hand again, 
Eager to know their sorrow's secret store. 

But the dead cumbrance, wearying every vein, 
So stay'd their progress, that, each step we took, 
Brought us beside a new and separate train. 

" See here," I therefore to my Leader spoke, 
" If soul we know, by deed or name renown'd : 
And, as we still pass on, around thee look." 

And one, who knew the Tuscan accent's sound, 
Cried from behind our backs ; " Arrest your speed, 
Ye, who so fast traverse the air embrown'd. 

Tis I, perchance, who can supply thy need." 

The Guide.on this turn'd round and said; "Now stay, 
And then, according to his pace, proceed." 
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Ristetti, e vidi duo mostrar gran frctta 
Dell' animo, col viso, d 1 esser meco ; 
Ma tardavagli il carco e la via stretta. 

Quando fur giunti, assai con 1' occhio bieco 
Mi rimiraron senza far parola ; 
Poi si volsero in se, e dicean seco : 

Costui par vivo all' atto della gola. 
E s' ei son morti, per qual privilegio 
Vanno scoverti della grave stola! 

Poi dissenni : 0 Tobco, ch' al collegio 
Degl' ipocriti tristi se' venuto, 
Dir chi tu se' non avere in dispregio. 

Ed io a loro : I' fui nato e cresciuto 

Sovra il bel flume d' Arno alia gran villa, 
E Bon col corpo ch' i' ho sempre avuto. 

Ma voi chi siete, a cui tanto distilla, 

Quant' io veggio, dolor giu per le guance 1 
E che pena e in vol, ehe si sfavilla i 

E 1' un rispose a me : Le cappe ranee 
Son di piombo si grosse, che li pesi 
Pan cosl cigolar le lor bilance. 

Frati Godenti fummo, e Bolognesi, 
Io Catalano, e costui Loderingo 
Nomati ; e da tua tena insieme preai, 

Come Buole esser tolto un uom eolingo 
Per conservar sua pace : e fummo tali, 
Ch' ancor si pare intorno dal Gardingo. 

Io cominciai : 0 Frati, i vostri mali 

Ma pifi non dissi, ch' agli occhi mi corse 
Un crocifisso in terra con tre pall 
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I stopp'd, and saw two by their looks betray 
Vast eagerness of mind with me to be ; 
But liinder'd them the load, and narrow way. 

Arriv'd, they view'd me with side-peering eye, 
Staring some length of time ; yet nothing said : 
Then thus confcrr'd between them privily. 

" That, by his breathing, lives ; if both are dead, 
U'liiii tin- pivmgat ive, by which they gain 
Freedom to doff the mighty load of lead ? 

O Tuscan ! " then they said, " that to the train 
Collegiate of sad hypocrites art come, 
Declare, who art thou ; nor our suit disdain." 

And I to them ; " My birth-place and my home 
Was the great city, on fair Arno's stream ; 
The flesh, I ever had— in it I roam. 

But who are ye, whose anguish, it would seem, 
Melts into tears, so largely trickling down ? 
And what your grief, that casts so fierce a gleam 1 " 

And one replied ; " The cowls of orange-tone 
Are of a lead so thick, that th' over-weight 
Forces the balances to creak, and groan. 

We were 'Boon Friars,' of Bologna's State: 
I, Catalano nam'd ; Lotringo, he ; 
Both by thy city chosen to arbitrate, 

As custom was, for its tranquillity, 
One umpire to select : and to this day 
Gardingo tells what arbiters were we." 

" 0 Friars !" I began, "your grief's array" — . 
But stopp'd ; for straight I saw upon the plain 
One on a tliree-stak'd cross who prostrate lay. 
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Quaado mi ride, tutto si distoree, 
Soffiando nella barba co' sospiri 
E il frate Catalan, ch' a cio s' accoree, 

Mi disse : Quel confitto, cbe tu miri, 
Consigliu i Farisei, che convenia 
Poire un tiom per lo popolo a' martiri 

Attraversato e nudo e per la via, 

Come tu vedi ; ed e mestier che senta, 
Qualunque passa, com' ei pesa pria. 

E a tal modo il euocero si stcnta 

In questa fossa, e gli altri del Concilio, 
Che fu per li Giudci mala sementa. 

Allor vid' io maravigliar Virgilio 
Sopra coiui, ch' era distcso in croce 
Tanto vilmente nell' eterno esilio. 

Powcia drizzii al Frate cotal voce : 
Non dispiaccia, se vi lece, dirci 
Se alia man destra giace alcuna foce, 

Onde noi ambedue possiamo uscirci 
Senza costringer degli angeli neri, 
Che vegnan d' esto fondo a dipartircL 

Rispose adunque : Piii che tu non aperi 

S' appressa un sasso, che dalla gran eerchia 
Si muove, e varca tutti i vallon feri, 

Salvo ch' a queeto e rotto, e nol coperchia. 
Montar potrete eu per la ruina, 
Che giace in costa, e nel fondo soperchia. 

Lo Duca stette un poco a testa china, 
Poi disse : Mai contava la bisogna 
Coiui, che i peccator di la uncina. 
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Beholding me, he writh'J him all in pain, 

Fluttering his beard with strong impetuous sigh. 
The which observing, Friar Catalan 

Then said ; " That shade confix'd, on whom thine eye 
R«sts so abstracted, taught the Pharisees, 
That one man. for the nation ought to die. 

Athwart the path, expos'd to vulgar gaze, 

Stark naked, as thou seest, he's doom'd to feel 
How heavy, ere it pass, each body weighs. 

His consort's father in this ditch of Hell 
Lies thus distent, with all the brotherhood, 
Whose counsels prov'd the seed of Sion's ill." 

I saw, how wrapfc in wonder Virgil stood 
Above him, in his endless banishment 
So vilely crucified, and under-trod. 

He then atldress'd the Friar; " Be content, 
If none deny thee liberty, to say 
Whether there lies towards the right a vent. 

By which from hence we may secure a way ; 
Not needing the black Angel-host be sped 
Our exit from this bottom to display." 

" There is a stone," ho thereat answered, 

" Nearer than, peradventure, thou dost hope ; 
From the main wall it juts, and then is spread 

High over all the vales, save where the cope 
Is shatter'd ; you can scale the splinters broke, 
Where shelving it commands the adverse slope." 

Awhile the Chief stood still, depress'd in look ; 
Then said ; " He falsely counsell'd for our need, 
Who yonder spikes the sinners on his hook." 



120 CANTO XXIII. 

E il Frate : lo udi' gia dire a Bologna 
Del Diavol viz] assai, tra i quali udi', 
Ch' egli e bugiardo e padre di menzogna. 

Appresso il Duca a gran paasi sen gl, 
Turbato un poco d' ira nel sembiante : 
Ond' io dagl' incarcati mi parti' 

Diet.ro alle poste dcllo care piante. 
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The Friar then : " Much at Bologna indeed 
I heard spoke 'gainst the Devil : he's ' a liar - 
This was I told, and ' liars love to breed.' " 

This said, with look disturb'd, denoting ire, 
Striding apace the Guide advancing mov'd : 
I left the shades of heavy lead-attire, 

Following the traces of the feet belov'd. 
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In quella parte del giovinetto anno, 

Che il Sole i crin sotto 1' Aquario tempra. 
E gia le notti al mezzo dl sen vanno ; 

Quando la brina in su la terra assempra 
L' immagine di sua sorelia bianca, 
Ma poco dura alia sua penna tempra ; 

Le villanello, a cui la roba manca, 
Si leva e guarda, e vede la campagna 
Biancheggiar tutta, ond' ei si batte 1' anca ; 

Ritorna a casa, e qua e la si lagna, 

Come il tapiii che non sa che si faccia ; 
Poi riede, e la Bperanza ringavagna, 

Veggendo il mondo aver cangiata faccia 
In poco d' ora ; e prende suo vincastro, 
E fuor le pecorelle a pascer caccia : 

Coal mi fece sbigottir lo Mastro, 

Quand' io gli vidi el turbar la fronte, 
E cosl tosto al mal giunsc lo impiastro. 

Che come noi venimmo al guasto ponte, 
Lo Duca a me si volse con quel piglio 
Dolce, ch' io vidi in prima a pie del monte. 
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In the year's venial dawn, what time the sun 
Under Aquarius warms his locks, when days 
Well-nigh with nights an equal journey run ; 

And on the ground the dewy frost portrays 
The image of her sister blanch and bright, 
But soon in her soft feathery film decays ; 

The villager, whose fodder fails him quite, 
Rises, and looks around, and sees the plains 
All whiten'd : sore dishearten'd at the sight 

He smites his tliigh, goes home, and there remains, 
Like some poor wretch, not knowing what to do ; 
Then walks abroad once more, and hope regains ; 

Now, as the landscape chang'd salutes his view, 
Chang'd all so soon : his switch he takes in hand, 
And speeds the little flock to pastures new. 

Thus in despond the Master made me stand. 
At sight of him so wroth ; and, thus applied, 
Quick to my healing came the plaister bland. 

For, when we reach'd the shattcr'd bridge, the Guide 
Turn'd him toward me with that beamy face, 
Which at the Mountain's foot I first espied. 



Digitized by Google 



CANTO XXIV. 



Lc braccia aperse, dopo alcun consiglio 
Eletto seco, riguardando prima 
Ben la ruina, e diederai di piglio. 

£ come quei the adopera ed istima, 

Che sempre par che innanzi si proveggia ; 
Cosl, levando me eu v6r la cima 

D 1 un ronchione, awisava un' altra scheggin, 
Dicendo : Sovra quella poi t' aggrappa ; 
Ma tenta pria b' h tal ch' ella ti reggia. 

Non era via da vestito di cappa, 

Che noi a pena, ei lieve ed io sospinto, 
Potevam bu montar di chiappa in chiappa. 

E se non fosse, che da quel precinto, 
Piu che dali' altro, era la costa corta, 
Non so di lui, ma io sarei ben vinto. 

Ma perche Malebolge in v6r la porta 
Del bassissimo pozzo tutta pende, 
Lo Bito di ciascuna valle porta, 

Che 1' una costa surge e 1' altra scende : 
Noi pur venimmo al fine in au la punta 
Onde 1' ultima pietra si scoacende. 

La lena m' era del polmon si munta 

Quando fui su, ch' io non potea piu oltre, 
Anzi m 1 assisi nella prima giunta. 

Omai convien che tu cos! ti spoltre, 

Disse il Maestro ; che, seggendo in piuma, 
In fama non si vien, ne sotto coltre : 

Sanza la qua! chi sua vita consuma, 
Cotal vestigio in terra di se lascia, 
Qual fummo in aere, o in acqua la schiuma : 
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He stood in self-debate some little space, 
After close survey of the ruin there ; 
Then took me up with open-arm'd embrace. 

And as the man, who, while he works, takes care, 
Forecasting what comes next to task his pain ; 
So towards the summit of the craggy stair 

While lifting me he view'd the rocks again ; 

"And now firm grapple on that splint," he said ; 
" But first try well, if it thy weight sustain." 

No path was this for one of hooded head : 
Though I was propp'd, and he a naked sprite, 
Yet scarce from hold to hold we labouring sped. 

And, if from that enclosure's arching height 
The passage were not shorter, than elsewhere, 
Whate' er his strength , min e would have f ail'd outright. 

But, because Malebolge, as we near 

Where lowest sinks the Weil, with sloping breast 
Bends o'er the trenches, as must needs appear, 

One side stands high, the other sinks depress'd. 
We gain'd, howe'or, at last the point we meant, 
Where the last stone breaks from the rifted crest. 

When on the top, my breath was all forespent : 
Unable to advance I sat me down, 
No sooner than arriv'd, and resting leant 

"Thus tried, thou must thine indolenco disown," 
The Master said ; " for seats of downy plume, 
And quilted beds, lead never to renown ; 

Without acquiring which, who life consume, 

Leave of themselves on earth such trace behind, 
As froth on water ; in the air, as fume. 



CANTO XX IF. 



E perb leva su, vinci 1' arabasoia 

Cos 1' animo che vince ogni battaglia, 
Se col suo grave corpo non s' accascia. 

Piii luiiga Ecala convien che si saglia : 
Non basta da costoro esser partito : 
Se tu m' intendi, or fa si che ti vaglia. 

Ijevami allor, mostrandomi fornito 
Meglio di lena ch' io non mi sentia ; 
E dissi : Va, ch' io boh forte e ardito. 

Su per lo scoglio prendemmo la via, 
Ch' era ronchioso, stretto o malagevole, 
Ed erto piii assai che quel di pria. 

Pariando andava per non parer fievole, 
Onde una voce uscio dall' altro fosso, 
A parole formar disconveneYole. 

Non so che disse, ancor che sovra il dosso 
Fossi dell' arco gia, che varca quivi ; 
Ma chi parlava ad ira parea mosso. 

Io era volto in giu ; ma gli occhi vivi 
Non potean ire al fondo per 1' oscuro : 
Perch' io : Maestro, fa che tu arrivi 

Ball' altro cinghio, e dismontiam lo muro ; 
Che com' io odo quinci, e non intendo, 
Cosl giu veggio, e niente affiguro. 

Altra risposta, disse, non ti rendo, 

Se non lo far : che la dimanda onesta 
Si dee seguir con 1' opera tacendo. 

Noi discendemmo il ponte dalla testa, 
Ove s' aggiunge con 1' ottava ripa, 
E poi mi fu la bolgia manifests : 
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Up therefore quick : with energy of mind 
Conquer thy gasping : mind can never fail, 
Save, when the cumbrous flesh its impulse bind. 

A longer stair it yet remains to scale : 
"fis not enough to have escap'd this foe : 
Thou know'st ray drift — so act, that it avail." 

Then sprang I on my legs, and tried to shew 
An energy assum'd, beyond my power, 
And cried; "Advance, I'm strong, and fearless now."' 

We scal'd the cliff with difficulty sore ; 

'Twas rough, precipitous, and far less wide, 
Less easy of ascent, than that before. 

Discourse I still prolong'd, therewith to hide 
My weariness : whereat, a voice to speak 
Confusedly was heard from th' other aide. 

1 know not what it said, though on the peak 
Aloft I stood, that arching spans the ground ; 
Yet seem'd the words from one enrag'd to break. 

Down was I bending, hut the depth profound 
Baffled the vigorous sight, so dark tho haze : 
Wherefore I said ; " Master, that other bound 

Contrive to reach ; descend we from this place ; 
I hear from hence, but cannot understand ; 
And so I look below, but nothing trace." 

" To thee my sole response," he answer'd bland, 
" Is what I do : not words, but actions, best 
Second an upright and a fit demand." 

We came descending from tho bridge's crest 

To the Eighth bank ; and then from where we stood 
The enclosure of the chasm was manifest. 
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E vidivi entro terribile stipa 

Di serpenti, e <li si diversa mena, 

Che la memoria il sangue ancor mi scipa. 

Piii non si vanti Libia con sua rena ; 
Che se Chelidri, Iaculi e Faree 
Produce, e Cencri con Anfesibena, 

Non tante pestilenze, ne si ree 

Mostro giammai con tutta 1' Etiopia, 
Xe con cii che di sopra il mar Rosso ee. 

Tra quests cruda e tristiesima copia 
Correvan genti nude e spaventate, 
Senza sperar pertugio o eb'tropia. 

Con serpi le man dietro avean legate : 
Quelle ficcavan per le ren la coda 
E il capo, ed eran dinanzi aggroppate. 

Ed ecco ad un, ch' era da nostra proda, 
S' awent6 un serpente, che il tratisae 
La dove il collo alle spalle s' annoda. 

Ne 0 si tosto mai, ne I si scrisse, 

Com' ei b' accese, e arse, e cener tutto 
Convenne che cascando divenisse. 

E poi che f u a terra si distrutto, 
La cener si raccolse, e per se stessa 
In quel medesmo ritorno di bntto. 

Cos! per li gran savi si confcssa, 
Che la Fenice muore, e poi rinasce, 
Quando al cinquecentesimo anno appressa. 

Erba ne biada in sua vita non pasce, 
Ma sol d' incenso lagrime e d' amomo ; 
E nardo e mirra son P ultime fasce. 
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And in it I pcrceiv'd a hideous brood 

Of serpents heap'd, so strange in kind and show, 
That the remembrance still repells my blood. 

No more let sandy Lybia boasting go : 
For, though Chelyders, Pareas, Jaculi, 
She breeds, with Cenchris, Amphisbcenas too ; 

Of pests so many, of such cruelty, 

She ne'er, with Ethiop all, shew'd such a troop ; 
Nor with the confines of Erythra's sea. 

All in the midst of this sad savage group, 
Were running naked ones, in dire affright, 
Hopeless of lurking hole, or heliotrope. 

Their hands behind with snakes were fetter'd tight ; 
These in their loins infix'd the tail and head. 
And, met in front, the horrid knots unite. 

And Lo ! upon a shade, who near us sped, 
A serpent darted with a deadly bound, 
And pierc'd him, where the neck and shoulders wed. 

Written so quick was 0, or I, ne'er found, 
As fir'd he in a blaze ; and then was doom'd 
Turn'd ashes, as he fell, to strew the ground. 

And after he was thus to dust consum'd, 
The ashes join'd again ; and instantly, 
As of themselves, the spectral form resum'd. 

So dies, and so revives, in Araby 

The Phoenix, as philosophers have said, 
When the five hundred years he draweth nigh. 

Alive, he pastures not on herb or blade ; 
Only on tears of spice and frankincense : 
And nard and myrrh embalm and swathe him dead. 
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E quale e quei che cade, o non sa como, 
Per forza di Demon ch' a terra il tira, 
0 d' altra oppilazion che lega V nomo, 

Quando si leva, che intorno si mira, 
Tutto smarrito dalla grande angoseia 
Ch 1 egli ha sofferta, e guardando sospira ; 

Tal era il peccator levato poscia. 
O Giustizia da Dio, quant' e severa ! 
Che cotai colpi per vendetta croscia. 

TjO Duca il dhnand6 poi chi egli era : 
Perch' ei rispose : lo piowi di Toscana, 
Poco tempo e, in questa gola fera. 

Vita hestial mi piacque, e non uraana, 

SI come a mul ch' io fui : son Vanni Fucci 
Bestia, e Pistoia mi fu degna tana. 

Ed io al Duca : Dilli che non mucci, 
E dimanda qual colpa quaggiu il pinse ; 
Ch' io il vidi uom gia di sangue e di corrucci. 

E il peccator, che intese, non s' inflnse, 
Ma drizz6 verso me 1' animo e il volto, 
E di trista vergogna si dipinse. 

Poi clisse : Pii mi duol che tu m' hai colto 
Nella miseria, dove tu mi vedi, 
Che quand' io fui dell' altra vita tolto. 

Io non posso negar quel che tu chiedi : 
In giu son messo tanto, perch' io fui 
Ladro alia sagrestia de' belli arredi ; 

E falsamente gia fu apposto altrui. 
Ma perche di tal vista tu non godi, 
So mai sarai di fuor de' luoghi bui, 
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As one, who falls, yet knoweth not from whence. 
Whether by power Demonian dragg'd and bound, 
Or fit of epileptick violence, 

When lifted up, stares vacantly around, 

Stagger'd and stunn'd by the convulsive shock, 
And fetches, as he stares, a sigh profound ; 

Such, when he rose, this malefactor's look. 
Justice of God, how merciless art thou, 
That hurlest thy revenge with such a stroke ! 

The Leader ask'd him, who he was, to shew : 
" I rain'd from Tuscany," he anawer'd then, 
" Into this gullet drear, short time ago. 

Me pleas'd the life of brutes, and not of men, 
Mule that I was ; beast Vanni Fucci nam'd : 
For me Pistoia was a worthy den." 

" Bid him not shirk," I to the Guide exclaim'd, 
" Demand what crime here thrusts him ; for I knew 
Him once a man of blood, and rage untam'd." 

The sinner heard my words, and answer'd true : 
Toward me with all his soul he bent his face, 
And ting'd him sad with ignominious hue. 

Then said ; " Far more it pains me in this place 
Thus wretched to be caught, and seen of thee. 
Than when on earth I perish'd in disgrace. 

That which thou dost inquire, I can't deny : 
Here am I cast so low, because I stole 
The beauteous vestments from the Sacristy. 

The sin was charg'd upon another soul : 
Yet, that it joy thee not on me to gaze, 
If ever thou escape this dismal hole, 
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Apri gli orecchi al mio annunzio, e odi : 
Pistoia in pria di Neri ai dimagra, 
Poi Firenze rinnova genti e modi. 

Tragge Marte vapor di val di Magra, 
Ch' 6 di torbidi nuvoli involuto, 
E con tempests impetuosa ed agra 

Sopra campo Picen fia combattuto : 
Ond' ei repente spezzera la nebbia, 
SI ch' ogni Bianco ne aara feruto : 

E detto V bo, perche- doler ten debbia. 
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Give heed to the foreboding voice I raiBe. 

O'er Neri lost Pistoia must bewail ; 

Florence then changes citizens, and ways : 
Mara sucks a. fiery fog from Magra's vale : 

Thick turbid clouds invest it all around. 

On the Picenian field shall it assail 
Wild angry tempest : tlience with thundering sound 

So sudden it shall rive the cloud apart, 

That every Bianco shall resent the wound. 
And this I thee have told, to grieve thy heart." 



CANTO XXV. 



Al fine delle sue parole il ladro 
Le mani alzo col ambeduo le fiche, 
Gridando : Togli, Dio, che a te le squadro. 

Da indi in qua mi fur le serpi amiche, 
Perch' una gli s' awolBO allora al collo, 
Come dicesse : Io non vo' che piu diche ; 

E un' altra allc braccia, e rilegollo 
Ribadendo se stessa si dinanzi, 
Clie non potea con esse dare un crollo. 

Ah Pistoia, Pistoia ! che non stanzi 
D' incenerarti, si che piu non duri, 
Poi che in mal far lo seme tuo avanzi 1 

Per tutti i cerchi dello Inferno oscuri 
Spirto non vidi in Dio tanto superbo, 
Non quel che cadde a Tehe giu de' muri. 

Ei si fuggl, che non par!6 piu verbo : 
Ed io vidi un Centauro pien di rahbia 
Venir gridando : Ov' e, ov' e 1' acerbo ? 

Marcmma non cred' io che tante n' abbia, 
Quantc bisco egli avea su per la groppa, 
Infino ove comincia nostra labbia. 
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Ended his words, both hands the thief uprear'd — 
Sign, meant a shameless insult to convey — 
Crying out, " Take it, God : at Thee 'tis squar'd." 

The serpents were my friends from that same day ; 
For one about his neck its spires entwin'd, 
As saying ; " I forbid thee more to say." 

Another round his arms its coil did wind, 

Clenching him fast in front ; that so no room 
To wag the sacrilegious wretch might find. 

Pistoia, Ah, Pistoia, why not doom 

Thyself to ashes, and so end thy days ; 
Beyond thy fathers', since thy sins presume 1 

I never saw, through all the dark Hell-maze, 
A spirit — no- — not his, at Thebes who died, 
Against the Lord of such contemptuous ways. 

Speaking no more, he fled : and now I spied 

A Centaur, all in wrath, come, threatening harm ; 
" Where is the reprobate t Oh, where 1 " he cried. 

Never, methinks, Maremina bred a swarm 
Of snakes, innumerous, as those he bare 
On the broad haunch, whence springs our human form. 
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Sopra le spalle, dietro dalla coppa, 
Con 1' ale aperte gli giaceva un draco, 
E quello affuoca qualunque s' intoppa. 

Lo mio Maestro disse : Quegli e Caco, 
Che sotto i! sasso di monte Aventino 
Di sangue fece spesse volte laco. 

Non va co' suoi fratei per un cammino. 
Per lo furar frodolente ch' ei fece 
Del grande armento ch' egli ebbe a vicino ; 

Onde cessar le sue opere biece 

Sotto la mazza d' Ercole, che forse 
GHene di6 cento, e non aentl le diece. 

Mentre che si parlava, ed ei trascorse, 
E tre spiriti venner sotto noi, 
De' quai ne io, ah il Duca mio s' accorse, 

Se non quando gridar: Chi siete voiJ 
Per che nostra novella si ristette, 
E intcndemnio pure ad cBsi poi. 

Io non gli conoscea ; ma ei eeguette, 
Come suole seguitar per alcun caso, 
Che V un nomare all' altro convenette, 

Dieendo : Cianfa dove fia rimaao 1 
Perch' io, acciocche il Duca stesae attento, 
Mi posi il dito su dal mento al naso. 

So tu sei or, Lettore, a creder lento 
Cid ch' io diro, non aara maraviglia, 
Che io, che il vidi, appena il mi consento. 

Com' io tenea levate in lor le ciglia, 
Ed un serpent* con sei pie si lancia 
Dinanzi all' uno, e tutto a lui a' appiglia. 
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Grim on his shoulders, 'neath the hind-most hair, 
With wide distended wings a Dragon lay : 
It wTaps in flames all, whom he meeteth there. 

""lis Cacus," said my Lord, "who of his prey 
A bloody crimson lake full-often made, 
Under the rock of Aventine's high-way. 

He goes not with his fellows of like trade ; 
For the great herd erroneous to his den, 
Not by brute force, but cunning, he convey'd. 

For this, his crooked deeds were finish'd, when 
Alcides' club dispatch'd him ; which, I trow, 
Dealt hundred blows, he scarcely feeling ten." 

While thus he spake, the Centaur pass'd ; and Lo ! 
Beneath our feet drew near us spirits three, 
Whose coming nor my Guide, nor I, did know, 

Until they loud address'd us ; " Who are ye V 
Therefore our parley ceas'd, and we became 
Intent alone on this new company. 

I recogniz'd them not ; but, as the same 
May by some chance occasional betide, 
One had to call the other by his name, 

Inquiring; "In what place does Cianfa hide 1" 
Across my lips I plac'd my finger now, 
Thus to secure th' attention of my Guide. 

If to give credence, Reader, thou art slow 
To what I shall recount, 'twill not surprise ; 
For I, who saw, can scarce its truth allow. 

As on the three I riveted mine eyes, 

Lo ! a six-footed serpent makes a bound 
In front of one, to whom its length it ties. 
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Co' pie di mezzo gli awinse la pancia, 
E con gli anterior le braccia preso ; 
Foi gli addento e 1' una e 1' ultra guancia. 

Gli diretani alio cosce distese, 
E miaeli la coda tr' amendne, 
E dietro per le ren su la ritese. 

Ellera abbarbicata mai non fue 
Ad alber al, come 1' orribil fiera 
Per I' altrai membra awiticchi6 le sue. 

Poi s' appiccar, come di calda cera 
Fossero stati, e miseliiar lor colore ; 
Ne 1' un, ne 1' altro gia parea quel ch' era ; 

Come procede innanai dall' ardore 
Per lo papiro suso un color bruno, 
Che non e nero ancora, e il bianco muorc. 

Gli altri duo riguardavano, e ciascuno 
Gridava : O me, Agnel, come ti muti ! 
Vedi che gia non se' ne duo ne uno. 

Gii eran li duo capi un divenuti, 

Quando n' apparver duo figure miste 
In una faccia, ov' eran duo perduti. 

Ferai le braccia duo di quattro liste ; 

Le cosce con le gambe, il ventre, e il casso 
Divenner membra che non fur mai viste. 

Ogni primaio aspetto ivi era casso : 
Due e nessun 1' immagine perversa 
Parea, e tal sen gia con lento passo. 

Come il ramarro, sotto la gran fersa 
Dei di canicular, cangiando siepe, 
Folgore par, se la via attraversa : 
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With the mid-feet it clasp'd the belly round ; 
With the fore-feet the arms it strict coniin'd ; 
Then fix'd on both the cheeks th' indented wound. 

The hind-feet it deploy' d, the thighs to bind ; 
And then the tail between them out of sight 
It thrust, and bent it in a curl behind. 

Ne'er to a tree did ivy cling so tight, 
Enrooting, as around the limbs was seen 
The brute his own to twist with all his might. 

Both stuck, as if of heated wax they'd been, 
And fus'd their colours ; so that now nor one, 
Nor th' other, longer shew'd its former mien ; 

Before the flame as comes a tint of brown, 
Discolouring the paper's fair outside, 
Which is not black, and yet the white is gone. 

Th' other two shades beheld j and each one cried, 
"0 me ! Agnel ; what transformation new ! 
See, thou dost noithor one, nor twain, abide." 

Two heads already into one head grew : 

We saw two shapes commingled from a face, 
In which not one, nor th' other, came to view. 

Into two arms four lengths redue'd their space ; 
With the legs, belly, and chest, the thighs became 
Limbs, never seen in all the human race. 

Gone utterly was now the former frame : 

Two, and yet neither, look'd the mongrel rare ; 
And so it pass'd, with tardy gait, and lame. 

As, underneath the scourging fierce dog-star, 
Crossing the way, the adverse hedge to gain, 
The lizard darts with a swift lightning-glare ; 
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CobI parea venendo verso 1' epe 

Degli altri due un aerpentello acceso, 
Livido e nero come gran di pepe. 

E quella parte, donde prima e preso 
Nostro alimento, all' un di lor trafisse ; 
Poi cadde giuso innanzi lui disteso. 

Lo trafitto il miro, ma nulla disse ; 
Anzi co' pie fermati sbadigliava, 
Fur come sonno o febbre 1' assalisse. 

Egli il serpente, e quei lui riguardava : 
L' un per la piaga, e 1' altro per la bocca 
Fumavan forte, e il fumo a' incontrava. 

Taccia Lueano omai, la dove tocca 
Del miaero Sabello e di Nassidio, 
E attenda a udu- quel ch' or si acocca. 

Taccia di Cadmo e d' Aretusa Ovidio : 

Chd so quello in serpente, e quella in fonte 
Converte poetando, io non 1' invidio : 

Che duo nature mai a fronte a fronte 
Non traanmtd, si ch' amendue le forme 
A cambiar lor materia fosser pronte. 

Insieme ai risposero a tai norme, 

Che il aerpente la coda in forca fesse, 
E il feruto ristrinse insieme 1' orrne. 

Le gambe con le cosce seco atesse 
S' appiccar si, che in poco la giuntura 
Non facea segno alcun che si paresse. 

Togliea la coda fessa la figura, 
Che ai perdeva la ; e la sua pelle 
Si facea molle, e quella di la dura. 
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So coming on the paunch of th' other twain 
A snaky reptile look'd, with fire imbued, 
Livid and black, as any pepper-grain. 

In one of them the part, by which our food 

We first receive, it piere'd quite through ; as dead, 
Then down before the thief it dropp'd subdued : 

On it the piere'd one gaz'd, yet nothing said, 
Yawn'd only, and stood still with rigid feet, 
Like one by sleep, or fever, captive led. 

Dire looks they interchang'd with eyes firm-set : 
From the wound one, from the mouth th' other sent 
A smoking strong ; and smoke with smoke now met. 

Let Lucan of Nassidius he content, 
Of sad Sabellus, too, no more to sing, 
And hear attentive what my lips must vent. 

No more let Ovid tales of Cadmus bring, 
Of Arethusa : jealous I am not : 
Though him he makes a snake ; and her, a spring. 

For never did he once conceive the thought 
So, front to front, two natures to transmute, 
That 'twixt them both an interchange was wrought. 

Now mutually their limbs each other suit : 
Into a fork its tail the reptile tare ; 
His feet the shade contracted for the brute. 

The legs and thighs cemented with such care, 
To frame one limb, that soon the junction-seam 
No visible appearance longer bare. 

The tail bisected now appear'd the same, 
As what the other lost ; and so the skin 
Soft in the one, in th' other hard became. 
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In vidi entrar Ie toraccia per 1' ascelle, 
E i duo pie della fiera, ch' eran corti, 
Tanto allungar, quanto accorciavan quelle. 

Poscia li pie dirietro insieme attorti 
Diventaron Jo membro che 1' uom cela, 
E il misero del suo n' avea duo porti. 

Mentre che il ftimmo 1' uno e 1' altro vela 
Di color nuovo, c genera il pel suso 
Per 1' una parte, e dall' altra il dipela, 

L' un si lev6, e 1' altro cadde giuso, 
Non torcendo peri le lucerne empie, 
Sotto le quai ciascun cambiava muso. 

Quel ch' era dritto, il trasse in ver le tempie ; 
E di troppa materia, che in la venne, 
Uscir gli orecchi delle gote scempie : 

Cio che non corse in dietro, e si ritenne, 
Di quel soverchio fe' naso alia faecia, 
E le lahhra ingrosso quanto eonvenne. 

Quel, che giaceva, i! muso innanzi caccia, 
E gli orecchi ritira per la testa, 
Come face le coma la lumaccia : 

E la lingua, che aveva unita e presta 
Prima a parlar, si fende ; e la forcuta 
Nell' altro si richiudc, e il fummo resta. 

L' anima, ch' era fiera divenuta, 
Si fugge sufolando per la valle, 
E 1' aitro dietro a lui parlando sputa. 

Poscia gli volse le novelle spalle, 

E disse all' altro : F vo' che Buoso corra, 
Com' ho fatt' io, carpon per questo calle. 
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[ saw the arms the arm-pita enter in ; 

And how the serpent's feet protruding grew, 

As in the shade they turn'd more short, and thin. 

Together then the two hind-feet we view 
Twisted, to form the member man conceals ; 
That member in the wretch spread out in two. 

While the fierce smoke with a new colour veils 
The forms of both, and generates on one 
The hair, which now it from the other steals, 

One rose upright, the other tumbled down ; 
Yet so, aa not to shift their thievish eyes, 
Beneath whose glaring watch each new was grown. 

For he, who stood, his face made higher rise ; 
And from the surplus flesh two ears he drew 
Forth from the fiatten'd cheeks, in proper guise. 

Of what still stay'd in front the residue 

Form'd on the countenance the human nose, 
And thicken'd into lips, to nature true. 

He, who fell down, the snout projecting throws, 
And pulls the ears within the sharpen'd head, 
As when its horns a snail is seen to enclose. 

And now the tongue, which once for speech was made, 
Of form compact, divides ; in the other one, 
Once fork'd it shrinks : and so the smoke is laid. 

The soul, that hence a brutish form did own, 
Along the vale flics hissing ; and behind 
Goes th' other, foaming wrath with spattering moan. 

Towards it his shoulders new ho then inclin'd, 
Saying ; " That Buoso here may run, and crawl, 
As I have done, is all my wish and mind." 
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Cosi vid' io la settima zavorra 

Mutare e trasmutare ; e qui mi scusi 
La novita, Be fior la lingua abborra. 

E awegnache gli occhi miei confusi 
Fossero alquanto, e 1' animo smagato, 
Non poter quei fuggirsi tanto chiusi, 

Cli' io non scorgessi ben Puccio Sciancato 
Ed era quei die sol, de' tre compagni 
Che venner prima, non era mutato : 

L' altro era quel che tu, Gaville, piagni. 
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Thus saw I the Seventh hole, where vile things fall, 
Change, and rechange : and novelty must bear 
The blame, if here from truth I swerve at all. 

And, though mine eyes somewhat confounded were, 
And the strange scene depress'd my mind, yet so 
These shades could not thus covert disappear, 

But that I should Puccio Sciancato know : 
'Twas he alone, who kept his primal state, 
Of the three first, who came : Gaville, thou 

Dost still deplore that other's dreadful fate. 
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GODI, Firenze, poi che sei ul grande, 
Che per mare e per terra batti 1' ali, 
E per lo Inferno il tuo nome ai apande. 

Tra li ladron trovai cinquo cotali 

Tuoi cittadini, onde mi vien vergogna, 
E tu in grande onranza non ne aali. 

Ma se preaso al mattin del ver at sogna, 
Tu sentirai di qua da picciol tempo 
Di quel che Prato, non ch' altri, t' agogna. 

E se gia fosse, non saria per tempo. 
Coal foss' ei, da che pure esser dee ! 
Che piii mi gravera com' piu m' attempo. 

Noi ci partimmo ; e su per le scales, 

Che n' avean fatte i borni a scender pria, 
Kimonto il Duca mio, e trasse mee. 

E proseguendo la solinga via 

Tra le schegge e tra' rocchi dello aeoglio, 
Lo pife aenza la man non si spedia. 

Allor mi dolsi, e ora mi ridoglio, 

Quando drizzo la mente a ci6 ch' io vidi ; 
E pin lo ingegno affreno ch' io non aoglio, 
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Florence, rejoice, so mighty art thou grown, 
Flapping thy pinions wide o'er land and main ; 
And all through Hell stretches thy vast renown. 

Five such grandees among the thieving train 
I found — thy citizens : this brings me shame, 
And thou no brilliant honour dost attain. 

But, if near morning-dawn the truth we dream, 
Thou to thy grief, short time from hence, sh'alt know 
What Prato for thee longs ; none else I name. 

Nor premature, if come already now — 

Yes, welcome now, since so ordain'd to be ; 
And more 'twill pain me, as in years I grow. 

We parted thence, and by th' acclivity, 

By which wo came, with boulders rudely laid, 
My Guide regain'd the height, and drew up me. 

Along the ridge our lonesome path wo made, 
'Mid splints and jagged heaps, where all in vain 
The foot had stepp'd, without the hand's sure aid. 

Then sore I griev'd, and sore I grievo again, 
My mind recalling what I there descried, 
And, more than wont, my genius I restrain ; 
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non corra, che virtu nol guidi ; 
SI che, se stella buona o miglior cosa 
M' ha dato il ben, ch' io stesso nol m' invidi. 

Quante il villan ch' al poggio si riposa, 

Nel tempo che cohii, die il montlo schiara, 
La faccia sua a noi tien meno ascosa, 

Come la mosca cede alia zanzara, 
Vede lucciole giii per la vallea, 
Forse cola dove vendemmia ed ara : 

Di tante fiamme tutta rispleadea 

L' ottava bolgia, si com' io m' accorsi, 
Toato che fui la 've il fondo parea. 

E qual colui, che si vengi& con gli orsi, 
Vide il carro d' Eiia al dipartire, 
Quando i cavalli al Cielo erti levorei ; 

Che nol potea el con gli occhi seguire, 
Che vedessc altro che la fiamma sola, 
SI come nuvoletta, in su salire : 

Tal si movea ciascuna per la gola 

Del fosso, chii nessuna mostra il furto, 
Ed ogni fiamma un peccatore invola. 

Io Btava sovra il ponte a veder uurto, 

SI che a' io non avessi un ronchion preso, 
Caduto sarei giu senza esser urto. 

E il Duca, che mi vide tanto atteso, 

Disse : Dentro da' fuochi son gli spirti : 
Ciascun si fascia di quel ch' egli e inceao. 

Maestro mio, risposi, per udirti 

Son io piu certo ; ma gia in' era awiso 
Che cosi fusse, e gia voleva dirti : 
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Lest it break loose and Virtue cease to guide, 
So that the good, kind star, or higher grace, 
Has granted, by myself be me denied. 

As many fire-flies, as the swain can trace 

Eeposing on some knoll— what time the sun 
Least veils from us the brightness of his face, 

When gnata begin to swarm, and flies are gone — 
Cluster'd along the spreading vale's decline, 
There, where perhaps his rural work is done ; 

With flames so numerous the Eighth Chasm did shine 
All over ; as to me was manifest, 
Arriv'd, from whence the depths I saw within. 

And like as he, who with the bears redress'd 
His wrongs, saw great Elijah's parting car, 
When up direct to heaven the horses press'd, 

Yet was unable to pursue it far, 

Or otherwise to track the radiant glow, 
Than as some nebulous speck it might appear ; 

Thus mov'd each flame along the gorge below, 
For every flame a sinner wrapp'd within, 
But none externally the theft would shew. 

Tiptoe I stood upon the bridge, to win 

The sight beneath, and, lost the rock's firm hold, 
Should, without push behind, have fallen in. 

The Guide, on seeing me thus attent and bold, 
Told me ; " Within the flames the spirits are : 
Each swathes bim in his own consuming fold." 

" My Master," I replied, " when thee I hear, 
My mind grows confident ; but I was led 
To deem it so, and wish'd it to declare. 
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Chi e in quel fuoco, eke vien si diviso 
Di sopra, che par surger della pira, 
Ov' Ete&cle col fratel fit miso 1 

fiisposemi : La entro si raartira 
Ulisse e Diomede, e cosl insieme 
Alia vendetta corron, com' all' ira : 

E dentro dalla lor fiamma si geme 
L' aguato del caval, che fe' la porta 
Ond' uacl de' Romani il gen til seme. 

l*iangevisi entTO 1' arte, per che morta 
Deidamia ancor si duol d' Achille ; 
E del Palladio pena vi si porta 

S' ei poaaon dentro da quelle faville 

Parlar, diss' io, Maestro, assai ten priego, 
E ripriego che il priego vaglia mille, 

Che non mi facci dell' attender niego, 
Finche la fiamma cornuta qua vegna : 
Vcdi che del disio ver lei mi piego. 

Ed egli a me ; La tua preghiera e degna 
Di molta lode ; ed io perb 1' accetto : 
Ma fa clie la tua lingua si sostegna. 

Lascia parlare a me, ch' io ho concetto 
Cib che tu vuoi ; ch' ei sarebbero schivi, 
Perch' ei fur Greci, forBe del tuo detto. 

Poiche la fiamma fu venuta quivi, 
Ove parve al mio Duca tempo e loco, 
In questa forma lui parlare audivi : 

O voi, che siete duo dentro ad un fuoco, 
S' io meritai di voi mentre ch' io visai, 
S' io meritai di voi asaai o poco, 



CANTO XXVI. 



135 



Who tenants yonder flame, whose towering head 
Disparted minds me of the funeral pyre, 
For Ete6clcs and his brother spread!" 

He answer' d me j " Ulysses in that fire 
And Diomede are tortur'd ; thus they go 
In union to revenge, as once to ire. 

'Tis there the ambush of that Horse they rue, 

Which prov'd the door-way, whence the noble host 
Of Romans issued, and their lineage drew. 

And here is rued the craft, Achilles lost 
Whereby Deidamla still does wail : 
Here, too, they quit the robb'd Palladium's cost." 

" Master," I said, " if in these flames avail 
The power of speech, thee instantly I pray, 
And thee with prayers, a thou sand -fold, assail, 

That to my waiting here thou say not, Nay, 
Till the horn'd cresset shall approach us near : 
See how with yearning heart I bend that way." 

And he to me ; " Well worthy ia thy prayer 
Of no scant praise ; I therefore give consent : 
Only take heed that thou thy tongue forbear. 

Leave speech to me : I know thy mind's intent 
Already ; as fastidious Greeks, may be, 
The rudeness of thy phrase they will resent." 

Soon as the flame had reach'd the spot, when he 
Deem'd it the time, and place, most fit to inquire, 
I heard him thus enforce the earnest plea. 

" 0 ye ! who twain lodge in a single fire, 
If in my life of you I merited, 
If more or less of merit claims my lyre, 
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Quan do nel mondo gli alti versi scrissi, 
Non vi movete ; ma 1' un di voi dica 
Dove per lui perduto a morir gissi. 

Lo maggior corno della fiamma antica 
Comincid a crollarsi, mormorando, 
Pur come quella cui vento affatica. 

Indi la cima qua e la menando, 
Come fosse la lingua che parlasse, 
Gitto voce di fuori, o diase : Quando 

Mi diparti' da Circe, che sottrasse 
Me piu d' un anno la presso a Gaeta, 
Prima che si Enea la nominasse ; 

Ne dolcezza di figlio, ne la pi6ta 

Del vecchio padre, ne il debito amore, 
Lo qua! dovea Penelope far lieta, 

Vincer potero dentro a me V ardore 

Ch' io ebbi a divenir del mondo eeperto, 
E degli vizj umani, e del valore : 

Ma misi me per 1' alto mare aperto 

Sol con un legno, e con quella compagna 
Picciola, dalla qual non fui deserto. 

L' un lito e 1' altro vidi infin la Spagna, 
Fin nel Marrocco, e I' isola de' Sardi, 
E 1' altre che quel mare intorno bagna. 

Io e i compagni eravam vccchi e tardi, 
Quando venimmo a quella foce stretta, 
Ov' Ercole segni) li auoi riguardi, 

Acciocche 1' tiom piii oltre non si metta : 
Dalla man destra mi lasciai Sibilia, 
Dall' altra gia m' avea lasciata Setta. 
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When in the world I wrote the .££neid, 
N« further move ye on ; but let one name, 
Where, spurning life, he nobly sought the dead" 

On this, the greater horn of th' ancient flame 
Jtegan to stir, waving awry ; as though 
Some wind with rude assault it overcame 

And then the crest, vibrating to and fro, 
Liko to a tongue in utterance, contriv'd 
Articulated speech abroad to throw. 

" When Circe I escap'd, who me deceiv'd 

More than twelve months, nigh to Gaeta, ere 
That title from. .^Eneas it recoiv'd, 

Nor duty to mine aged Sire, nor dear 

Joy in my son, with that sweet love comhin'd, 
Claim'd by Penelope, her heart to cheer, 

Could over-rule the ardour of my mind 

To gain experience, what the world might be, 
And learn the good and evil in mankind. 

I launch'd me forth in the deep open sea. 
Lone in a single ship ; and with that train, 
In number few, who ne'er deserted me. 

Both continents I saw, as far as Spain, 
Far as Morocco and Sardinia's isle, 
With others, bath'd by the same circling main. 

Myself was now, as they, who shar'd my toil, 
Grown stiff and old, when to that frith confin'd 
We came, where stands the monitory pile 

Of Hercules, man's enterprize to bind : 

Then to the right I Seville left, and pass'd, 
When th' other coast nigh Ceuta was behind. 
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0 frati, dissi, chc per cento milia 
Perigli siete giunti all' Occident*, 
A questa tanto picciola vigilia 

De' vostri sensi, ch' e del rimanente, 
Non vogliate negar 1' esperienza, 
Diretro al Sol, del mondo senna gente. 

Considerate la vostra semenza : 

Fatti non foste a river come bruti, 
Ma per seguir virtute e conoscenza. 

Li miei compagni fee' io si acuti, 

Con questa orazion picciola, al cammino, 
Che appena poscia gli avrei ritenuti. 

E, volta nostra poppa nel mattino, 
De' remi facemmo ale al folle volo, 
Sempre acquistando del lato mancino. 

Tutte le stellc gii dell' altro polo 

Vedea la notte, e il nostro tanto basso, 
Che non surgeva fuor del marin suolo. 

Cinque volte raeceso, e tante casso 
Lo lume era di sotto dalla Luna, 
Poi ch' entrati eravam nell' alto passo, 

Quando n' apparve una montagna, bruna 
Per la distanza, e parvemi alta tanto, 
Quanto veduta non n' aveva alcuna. 

Noi ci allegrammo, e tosto torad in pianto ; 
Che dalla nuova terra un turbo nacque, 
E percosse del legno il primo canto. 

Tre volte il Fe' girar con tutte I* acque, 
Alia quarta levar la poppa in buso, 
E la prora ire in giu, com' altrui piacque, 

Infm che il mar fu eopra noi richiuso. 



CANTO XXVI. 



137 



0 brethren, who have reach'd the far-off West 
Sharing my dangers manifold,' I said, 
' For this brief season — it may be our last — 

For vigorous waking up of heart and head, 

Following the sun, grudge not yourselves the view 
Of the new world, not yet inhabited. 

Think of th' original, from whence ye grew : 
'Twas not to live as brutes that ye were made, 
But knowledge and all goodness to pursue.' 

So sharpen'd I my comrades by the aid 

Of these few simple words, the voyage to run, 
That scarce their eagerness I could have stay'd. 

And so, the stern turn'd from the rising sun, 
We wing'd our oary and infatuate flight, 
Still more and more gaming the larboard on. 

All the clear stars of th' other pole the night 
Contemplated, with ours, depress'd so low, 
It rose not from the ocean -floor to sight. 

Five times rekindled, lost five times to view, 
Was th' under-shining lustre of the moon, 
Since we essay'd the painful transit new ; 

When there appear'd, in the dim distance thrown, 
A Mountain ; and, metliought, it soar'd so high, 
As in my memory to stand alone 

We joy'd ; but grief soon superseded joy : 

For from the land new found a storm was whirl'd, 
Which struck the ship, its fore-part to destroy. 

Her round three times with a full sea it twirl'd ; 
At the fourth shock, the stern it high upreaT'd ; 
Then down the prow — so Heaven decreed — was hurl'd. 

Beneath the closing sea we disappear'd." 

T 
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Gi a era dritta insii la fiamma, e queta 
Per lion dir piii ; e gia da noi Ben gia 
Con la licenzia del dolce Poeta : 

Quando im' altra, che dietro a lei venia, 
Ne fece volger gli occhi alia sua cima, 
Per un confuso suon che fuor n' uscia. 

Come il bue Cicilian, che mugghifc prima 
Col pianto di colui, e cio fu dritto, 
Che 1' avea temperato con sua lima, 

Mugghiava con la voce dell' afflitto, 
SI che, con tutto ch' e' fosse di rame, 
Pure el pareva dal dolor trafitto : 

Cod, per non aver yia ne forame 

Dal principio del fuoco, in suo linguaggio 
Si convertivan le parole grame. 

Ma poscia ch' ebber colto lor viaggio 
Su per la punta, dandole quel guizzo 
Che dato avea la lingua in lor passaggio, 

Udimmo dire : 0 tu, a cui io drizzo 
La voce, e che parlavi mo Lombardo, 
Dicendo : Issa ten va, piii non t' aizzo ; 
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Already was the flame erect, and still, 
From ended speech ; already was it gone, 
With the sweet Poet's licence and good-will ; 

Behind it, when another moving on 

Turn'd our regard towards its summit bright, 
By reason of its strange discordant groan. 

As the Sicilian bull — so to requite — 

First bellow'd with his cry, whose file with skill 
Its vocal form had so attun'd aright, 

With the same strange lament kept bellowing still ; 
Ho that, for all 'twas but a brazen frame, 
It seem'd, natheless, susceptible of ill ; 

Tims lacking outlet, with effect the same, 
Tlie throttled tones of inly smother'd woe 
First sounded forth, as though it were the flame : 

But, after they had gain'd the upmost brow, 

Which stirr'd them with the wavy pointed crest, 
As had the tongue, when rising from below, 

We heard it thus : " 0 thou, toward whom address'd 
I raise my voice, in phrase of Lombard turn 
Who saidst, ' Now go, I no more thee molest ; ' 
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Perch' io sia giunto forse alquanto tardo, 

Vedi che non incresce a me, e ardo. 

Se tu pur mo in questo mondo cieco 
Cadnto se' di quella dolce terra 
Latina, onde mia colpa tutta reco ; 

Dimmi se i RomagnuoH han pace o guerra ; 
Ch' io fui de' monti Ik intra Urbino 
E il giogo di che Tever si disserra. 

Io era ingiuso ancora attento e chino, 
Quando il mio Duca mi tcnti di costa, 
Dicendo : Pnrla tu, questi e Latino. 

Ed io ch' avea gia pronta la risposta, 
Senza indugio a parlare iucominciai : 
O anima, clie sei laggiu nascosta, 

Eomagna tua non e, e non fa mai 

Senza guerra nc' cnor dc' auoi tiranni ; 
Ma palese nessuna or ven lasciai. 

Ravenna sta, come stata e molti anni : 
L' aquila da Polenta la si cova, 
SI che Cervia ricuopre co' suoi vanni. 

La terra che fe' gia la lunga prova, 
E di Franceschi sanguinoso mucchio, 
Sotto le branche verdi si ritrova. 

E il Mastin veccliio, e il nuovo da Verrucchio 
Che fecer di Montagna il mal governo, 
La, dove eoglion, fan de' denti succhio. 

Le citta di Lamone e di Santerno 
Conduce il leoneel dal nido bianco, 
Che muta parte dalla state al verno : 
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Though somewhat slow I'm come, of thee to learn, 
Grieve not awhile to pause and converse hold : 
See how it grieves not me ; and yet I burn. 

If, of a truth, into this dark blind world 

Thou but of late, from that sweet Latium dear 
Whence all my guilt I gather, hast been hurl'd ; 

Have the Romagmtols, tell me, peace or war ? 
For of the heights between Urbino I am, 
And those, where Tiber first unlocks her bar." 

Still was I stooping low, with strenuous aim, 
To listen, when my Leader touch'd my side, 
Saying ; " Speak thou ; this one from Latium came." 

Without delay I readily replied, 

As one, whose words were pre-arrang'd witli care ; 
" 0 spirit ! in the flame down yonder hid, 

Thy land, Komagna, is not free from war, 
War in her tyrants' hearts ; nor e'er was so : 
But none deelar'd and raging left I there. 

Ravenna stands, as wont for years to do ; 
There broods Polenta's eagle, as to screen 
Under her wings distended Cervia too. 

The land of such protracted strife, the scene, 

Which gory heaps of slaughter'd Frenchmen knew, 
Lies subject to the Lion's paws of green. 

The Mastiffs of Verrucchio, old and new, 
Who evil sway over Montagna bare, 
Follow their wont — their teeth a boring screw. 

Lamone's, and Santerno's cities fair, 
To the young Lion argent-fielded bow, 
Who changes sides with seasons of the year. 
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E quella, a cui il Savio bagna il fianco, 
Cosl com' ella b' e tra il piano e il monte, 
Tar tirannia si vive e stato franco. 

Ora clii sei ti prego che ne conte : 

Non esser duro piu ch' altri sia stato, 
Se il nome tuo nol mondo tegna fronte. 

Poscia che il fuoco alquanto eobe ruggliiato 
Al modo suo, 1' aguta punta mosse 
Di qua, di la, e poi die cotal fiato : 

S' io credessi che mia risposta fosse 
A persona che mai tornasso al mondo, 
Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse : 

Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo 
Non torni vivo alciin, s' io odo il vero, 
Senza tenia d' infamia ti rispondo. 

I tt fui uom d' arme, e poi fui Cordigliero, 
Credendomi, si cinto, fare ammenda : 
E eerto il ereder mio veniva intero, 

Se non fosse il Gran Prete, a cui mal prenda, 
Che mi rimise nello prime colpe : 
E come, e quare vogho che m' intenda. 

Mentre ch' io forma fui d' ossa e di polpe, 
Che la madre mi die, 1' opere mie 
Non furon leonine, ma di volpe. 

Gli accorgimenti e le coperte Tie 
Io seppi tutte ; e si menai lor arte, 
Ch' al fine della terra il suono uscie. 

Quando mi vidi giunto in quella parte 
Di mia eta, dove ciaBcun dovrehbe 
Calar le vele e raccoglier le sarte, 
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And she, whose flank washes the Savio, 

As seated 'twixt the mountain and the plain, 
Freedom and thraldom doth alternate know. 

Now, who art thou, to tell us kindly deign : 
My willing speech, in thy good turn, repay : 
So may thy name on earth its front maintain." 

After the flame, in its accustom'd way, 

Had somewhat moan'd, it wav'd the sharpen'd crest 
Now here, now there ; and then was heard to say : 

" If I heliev'd my words to one address'd, 
Who to the earth could possibly return, 
No further shaking should this flame molest. 

But, since none ever from this deep-sunk bourn 
Alive retrac'd his steps, if truth I hear, 
I answer thee ; nor fear reproach to earn. 

A soldier I was first, then Cordelier : 
In faith, thus girt, my sins to expiate ; 
And blessed fruit such faith was sure to bear, 

But for the Pontiff — cursed be his fate ! — 
Who eaus'd my wayward feet again to stray : 
And how, and wherefore, I will now relate. 

So long as I inform'd the flesh and clay 
My mother gave me, every work I plartn'd 
More of the fox than lion did betray. 

Ways to detect, to practise underhand — 
I knew them all ; and al! so well I plied, 
My fame resounding went throughout the land. 

When I pereeiv'd that of my life the tide 
Was ebbing to that point, when every man 
Need lower the sails, and coil the ropes aside, 
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Ci6 che pria mi piaceva, allor m' increbbe ; 
E pentuto e confesao mi rendei, 
Ahi miser lasso ! e giovato sarebbe. 

Lo Principe de' nuovi Farisei 

Avendo guerra presso a Laterano, 
E non con Saracin, ne con Giudei ; 

Che ciascun suo nemico era Cristiano, 
E nessuno era stato a vincer Acri, 
Ne raercatante in terra di Soldano : 

Ne sommo uficio, ne ordini sacri 

Guardo in se, ne in me quel eapestro 
Che solea far li suoi cinti pift macri. 

Ma come Costantin ehiese Silvestro 
Dentro Siratti a guarir della lebbre, 
Cosl mi chiese questi per maestro 

A guarir della sua superba febbre. 
Domandommi consiglio ; ed io tacetti, 
Perchfe le sue parole parvero ebbre. 

E poi mi disse : Tuo cor non sospetti : 
Fin or ti assolvo, e tu m' insegna fare 
Si come Penestrino in terra getti. 

Lo Ciel poss' io serrare e disserrare, 
Come tu sai ; pero sod duo le chiavi, 
Cbe il mio antecessor non ebbe care. 

Allor mi pinser gli argomenti gravi 
La 've il tacer mi fu awiso ii peggio, 
E dissi : Padre, da che tu mi lavi 

Di quel peccato, ovo mo cader deggio, 
Lunga promessa con 1' attender corto 
Ti fara trionfar nell' alto seggio. 
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What was my joy at first now gave me pain : 
I made my shrift, my penitential prayer : 
Ah, hapless me ! it would have prov'd my gain. 

The Prince of our new Pharisees, who near 
The church of Lateran — nor yet with Jew, 
Nor yet with Saracen, engag'd in war ; 

Because a Christian was his every foe ; 

And none to raze strong Acre's fort had been ; 
None merchant to the Soldan'a land did go — 

Naught minded, in himself, the Call Divine, 
And his chief Office ; nor, in me, the cord, 
Which us'd to make its wearers grow more thin, 

But, as Constantine, at Soracte, implor'd 
Sylvester once his leprosy to heal ; 
So ask'd he me, and speaking, as my lord, 

To cure his pride's inflammatory swell ; 
My counsel he requir'd : I answer'd not ; 
For drunken passion seem'd his words to impel! 

He then ; ' I now absolve thee ; hence all thought 
Of fear dismiss : but say, by what design 
May Penestrino to the dust be brought. 

Heaven's gates to lock, or to unlock, is mine : 

Thou know'st it well : twain, therefore, are the Keys, 
Which were so lightly priz'd by Celestine.' 

Grave reasons then constrain'd me him to please, 
Where silence was the worse expedient shown. 
I said ; ' Since, Father, thou dost me release 

From that delinquency, to which I'm drawn ; 
Large words of promise, but with scant of deed, 
Shall cause thy triumph on the Sacred Throne.' 
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Francesco vennc poi, com' io fu' morto, 
Per me ; ma un dp' neri Cherubini 
Gli disse : Nol portar ; non mi far torto. 

Vcuir se ne dee giu tra' miei mescliini, 
Perche diede il consiglio frodolente, 
Dal quale in qua stato gli sono a' crini : 

Ch' assolver non si pu6 chi non si pente ; 
Ne pentere e volere inaieme puossi, 
Per la contraddizion che nol consente. 

0 me dolente ! come mi riscossi 
Quando mi prese, dicendomi ; Forse 
Tu non pensavi ch' io loico fossi ! 

A Minos mi port6 : e quegli attorse 
Otto volte la coda al dosso duro; 
E poi che per gran rabbia la si morse, 

Disse : Questi c do' rei del fuoco furo : 
Per ch' io In, dove vedi, son perduto ; 
E el vestito andando mi rancuro. 

Quand' egli ebbe il suo dir cosi compiuto, 
La Gamma dolorando si partio, 
Torcendo e dibattendo il corno aguto. 

Noi passammo oltre, ed io e il Duca mio, 
Su per So scoglio infino in su 1' altr' arco 
Clie copre il fosso, in clie ei paga il fio 

A quei che, scommettendo, acquistan carco. 
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When dead, to fetch me, Francis came with speed ; 
But ' No,' said one of the black Cherubin, 
' Bear him not thou ; nor wrong me of my meed. 

Down deep in Hell, among my slaves, his sin 
Drags him ; because he counsel'd false and ill : 
Since then, I hold him close my clutch within. 

Ahio;v'd are none, who go on sinning still. 
The rule of contradiction holdeth true — 
No penitence can stand with lust of will.' 

0 miserable me ! how shook I through, 
When, seizing me, he said ; ' It has, may be, 
Eseap'd thee that so well I logic knew.' 

He bore me straight to Minos : eight times he 
Twin'd o'er his scaly back the curling spire ; 
Then, having gnaw'd the tip ferociously, 

' This wretch,' he said, ' is for the thieving fire : ' 
And so, thou seest me here for aye undone, 
Roaming, with broken heart, in this attire." 

His speech thus ended, with a piteous groan 
The flame its parting took, and mov'd away, 
Tossing, and beating down the pointed cone. 

1 and my Chief pass'd on : our ascent lay 
Over the reef to where the arch spans o'er 
Another Chasm, in whose inclosure they, 

Who heap up guilt by discord, quit the score. 
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Cur porta mai, pur con parole sciolte, 
Dicer del sangue e delle piaghe appieno, 
Ch' i' ora vidi, per narrar piii volte 1 

Ogni lingua per certo verria meno 

Per lo nostro sermone c per la mente, 
Ch' hanno a tanto comprcnder poco seno. 

Se s' adunassc ancor tutta la gente, 
Che gia in bu la fortunata terra 
Di Puglia fu del suo sangue dolente 

Per li Romani, e per la lunga guerre 
Che dell' anella fe' si alte epoglie, 
Come Livio. scrive, che non erra ; 

Con quella, che sentio di colpi doglie, 
Per contrastare a Euherto Gttiscardo ; 
E 1' altra, il cui ossame ancor s' accoglie 

A Ceperan, la dove fu bugiardo 

Ciascun Pugliese ; e la da Tagliacozzo, 
Ove senz' anno vinse il vecchio Alardo : 

E qual forato buo mernbro, e qua! mozzo 
MostrasBe, d' agguagliar Barebbe nulla 
II modo delta nona bolgia sozzo. 
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Who, though with words releas'd from rhyme's strict law, 
Could with oft telling all the blood detail 
And wounds diversified, which now I saw 1 

In this, for certain, every tongue would fail ; 
From speech defective, and unmindful head, 
Too narrowly oonfin'd for such a tale. 

If in one spot conven'd were all the dead, 
Who once upon Apulia's fated plain 
Bewail'd their own dear blood, by Romans shed ; 

They, too, in that protracted warfare slain, 

The which with rings, a lofty spoil, was crown'd, 
So Livy writes, whose record is not vain ; 

That host, as well, that bled at many a wound, 
For daring to confront Robert Guiscard ; 
And th' other, whose bleach'd bones may yetbefound 

At Ceperano, where th' Apulian word 
Prov'd treacherous ; at Tagliacozzo, too, 
Where conquer'd, without fight, the old Alard ; 

And one his limb chopp'd off; one his, bor'd through, 
Were to exhibit — all such homicide, 
Like filthy ne'er, as the Ninth Chasm, would show. 
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Gia veggia, per mezzul pcrdere o lulla. 
Com' io vidi un, cosi non si pertugia, 
Kotto dal mento insin dove si trulla. 

Tra le gambe pendevan le minugia ; 
I«a corata pareva, e il tristo sacco 
Che merda fa di quel che si trangugia. 

Mentre che tutto in lui veder m' attaeco, 
Guardommi, e con le man s' aperse il petto, 
Dicendo : Or vedi come io mi dilacco ; 

Vedi come storpiato c Maornetto. 
Dinanzi a me sen va phnp.'iidii Aii 
Feseo nel volto dal mento al ciuffetto. 

E tutti gli altri, che tu vedi qui, 
Seminator di scandalo e di scisma 
Fur vivi ; e pero son fessi cosi. 

Un Diavolo e qua dietro, che n' accisma 
Si crudelmente, al taglio della spada 
Rimettendo ciascun di qupsta ristna, 

Quando avem volta la dolente strada ; 
Perocche le ferite sou richiuse 
Prima ch' altri dinanzi li rivada. 

Ma tu chi sei, che in su lo scoglio muse, 
Forse per indugiar d' ire alia pena. 
Ch' e giudicata in su lo tue accuse 1 

Ne morte il giunse ancor, no colpa il mt-na, 
Rispose il mio Maestro, a tormcntarlo ; 
Ma per dar lui esperienza piena, 

A mo, che morto son, convien menarlo 
Per lo Inferno quaggiii di giro in giro : 
E questo e ver cos), com' io ti parlo. 
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Cask, of the side or central stave devoid, 
Yawns not, as one I saw among the throng, 
From chin to fundament cut open wide. 

Between the legs the small intestines hung ; 
Bar'd was the midriff ; and the wallet drear, 
That makes of what ia swallow'd loathsome dung. 

On him alone intent the while I stare. 

He ey'd me ; with his hands he clave in two 
His breast, and said ; " See how myself I tear ! 

See, how dissever'd Mahomet must go ; 
Before me walks All with wailing cry, 
Cleft in his face from chin to forelock tlirough. 

And all the rest, whom here thou dost descry, 

Alive, sow'd scandals, and divisions made ; 
For which they come to this grim butchery. 

Behind there stands a devil, to his blade 
Who fiercely each one of the serried train 
Successive re-commits, as every shade 

The lamentable round completes again : 

For clos'd and heal'd is every deep-inouth'd wound. 
Ere we resume our place for second pain. 

But thou, who art thou, from that rocky mound 
Poring, like one, who would defer the woe, 
Adjudg'd thee, on thine own true verdict found 1 " 

" Nor death has reach'd him yet ; nor sinks he low 
For punishment of sin ; " my Chief replied : 
" But that he may your torments see, and know. 

'Tis mine — and I am dead— his steps to guide, 
Descending, zone by zone, Hell's deep abyss : 
'Tis true, as now I'm speaking at thy side." 



145 



CANTO XXVIII. 



Piii fur di cento, che quando 1' udiro, 
S' arrestaron nel fosso a riguardarmi, 
Per maraviglia obliando ii martiro. 

Or di' a Fra Dolcin dunque che s' arroi, 
Tu che forse vedrai il Sole in breve, 
S' egli non vuol qui tosto seguitarmi, 

SI di vivanda, che stretta di neve 
Non reclii la vittoria al Noarese, 
Ch' altrimenti acquistar non saria lieve. 

Poi che 1' vm pie per girsene sospese, 
Maometto mi disse esta parola ; 
Indi a partirsi in terra lo disteae. 

Un altro, che forata avea la gola 
E tronco il naso infin sotto le ciglia, 
E non avea ma' ch' un' orecchia sola, 

Restato a riguardar per maraviglia 

Con gli altrij innanzi agli altri apri la canna, 
Ch' era di fuor d' ogni parte vermiglia ; 

E disse : 0 tu, cui colpa non condanna, 
E cui gia vidi su in terra Latina, 
Se troppa simiglianza non m' inganna, 

Kimembriti di Pier da Medicina, 
Se mai tonii a veder lo dolce piano, 
Che da Vercello a Marcah6 dichina ; 

E fa saper a' duo miglior di Fano, 

A messer Guido, e anche ad Angiolello, 
Che, se 1' antiveder qui non k vano, 

Gittati saran fuor di lor vasello, 
E mazzerati pressu alia Cattolica, 
Per tradimento d' un tiranno fello. 
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Hundred and more were they, who, hearing this, 
Stopp'd in the ditch to see me ; sense of pain 
Losing, through wonder, in forge tfulneas. 

" Go, tell Dolcino, thou, who soon again 
May'st hail the Sun, unless inclin'd he be 
To follow me anon, and join this train, 

That food he store betimes ; lest victory, 
The snow besieging him, Novara crown — 
A triumph, else, not won so easily." 

One foot, which forward, to advance, he'd thrown, 
Kept Mahomet suspense, while this he said ; 
And then, in act of parting, let it down. 

Another wretch his throat pierc'd-through display' d, 
And his nose, sever'd to the eyebrows, shew'd ; 
One ear was gone beneath the penal blade. 

He with the rest to gaze astonish'd stood, 

And, in their front, expos'd his wind-pipe bare. 
Which all-outside with crimson gashes glow'd. 

And said ; " 0 thou, who com'st acquit and clear, 
In Latium whom I saw, some time ago, 
Unless the close resemblance makes me err, 

Remember Pier da Medecina, if thou 
E'er should'st revisit the doliciouB plain, 
Which from Vercelli slopes to Marcabo ; 

And, mind, tell Fano's two most worthy men — 
Guido and Angiolel, that, if the sight 
Previous of things to come be here not vain, 

Nigh tho Cattolica, with ruffian might 

They from their ship cast headlong shall be drown'd, 
Through a perfidious tyrant's cruel spite. 
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Tra 1' isola di Cipri e di Maiolica 
Non vide mai si gran fallo Nettuno, 
Non da Pirati, non da gente Argolica. 

Quel traditor che vede pur con 1' nno, 
E tien la terra, che tal £ qui meco 
Vorrebbe di vedere easer digiuno, 

Fara venirli a parlamento Beco ; 
Poi fara si, che al vento di Focara 
Non fara lor meatier voto ne preco. 

Ed io a lui : Dimostrami e dichiara, 
Se vuoi ch' io porti su di te novella, 
Chi e colui dalla veduta amora. 

Allor pose la mano alia maaeella 

D' un euo compagno, e la bocca gli aperse, 
Gridando : Qucati e desso, c non favclla : 

Queati scacciato il duhitar aommerse 
In Cesare, affermando che il fornito 
Sempre con danno 1' attender sofferse. 

0 quanto mi pareva shigottito, 

Con la lingua tagliata nella strozza, 
Curio, ch' a dicer fu coal ardito ! 

Ed un, ch' avea V una e 1" altra man mozza, 
Levando i moiicherin per 1' aura foaca, 
Si che il saugue facea la faccia sozza, 

Grido : Kicorderaiti anche del Mosca, 
Che dissi, lasso ! Capo ha cosa fatta : 
Che fu il mal seme della gente Tosca. 

Ed io v' aggiunsi : E morte di tua achiatta ; 
Per ch' egli, accumulando duol con duolo, 
Sen gio come persona trista e matta. 
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Never was deed so dark, by Neptune raonrn'd, 
Done between Cyprus' and Majorca's strand, 
By rover, or by Greek, on plunder bound. 

That one-ey'd traitor yonder, who the land 
Possesses, which a spirit to me near 
Would fain be never, all his life, had scann'd, 

Will to a parley with him them ensnare ; 
Then so arrange, that dread Focara's wind 
They need not deprecate by vow, or prayer." 

And I to him ; " Declaro thou, if inclin'd 
Tidings of thee that I above should take, 
Who's he, who rues that sight with sorrowing mind." 

His hand then on his near companion's cheek 
He plac'd ; and, as he bar'd his jaw to view, 
Exclaim'd ; " Tis this one here : he cannot speak. 

This one, an outlaw, Uifisar's doubt o'erthrew 
With venal speech presumptuous, when he said ; 
"The well prepar'd are sure delays to rue.'" 

Oh, in my sight how Curio look'd dismay'd, 
Shorn in the weasand of the tongue, that dar'd 
So bold affirm, and now the ruekuniiij; paid ! 

Maim'd in both hands, another spectre rear'd 
High in the murky air the stumps ; that so 
The spouting blood his countenance besmear' d. 

He cried; "Be mindful of the Mosca, too, 

Poor wretch, who said 'What's done can findnostay,' 
111 seed to Tuscany of future woe." 

" And seed to thine," I added, " of decay ! " 
At this, on anguish heaping anguish new, 
Disconsolate and maz'd he went liis way. 
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Ma io rimasi a riguardar lo stuolo, 
E vidi cosa ch' io avTei paura, 
Senza piii prova, di contarla solo ; 

Se non die conscicnzia m' assicura, 

La buona corapagnia che I' uom francheggia 
Sotto 1' osbergo del sentirsi pura. 

Io vidl certo, cd ancor par ch' io il veggia, 
Un busto senza capo andar, e\ come 
Andavan gli altri della triata greggia. 

B il capo tronco tonea per le chiome 
Pesol con mano, a guisa di bmterna ; 
E quei mirava noi, e dicea : 0 me ! 

Di se faceva a se stesso In corn a ; 
Ed eran due in uno, ed uno in due : 
Com' esser pu6, quei sa che si governa. 

Quando diritto appi6 del ponte fue, 
Lev6 il braccio alto con tutta la testa 
Per appressarne le parole sue, 

Che furo : Or vedi la pena molesta 

Tu che, spirando, vai veggendo i morti : 
Vedi s' alcuna e grande come questa. 

E perche tu di me novella porti, 

Sappi ch' io son Bertram dal Bornio, quelli 
Che al Re Giovane diedi i mal conforti. 

Io feci il padre e il flglio in se ribelli : 
Aclntofel non fe' piii d' Absalone 
E di David co' malvagi pungelli 

Perch' io partii cosi giunte persone, 
Partito porto il mio cerebro, lasso ! 
Dal suo principio ch' c in questo troncone. 

Cosl s' osserva in me Io contrappasso. 
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Yet linger'd I, the troop all eye to view ; 
And saw a thing, my fears would ill endure 
To tell, without some added witness true ; 

Did not good conscience unto me assure 

The blest companionship, that makes man bold, 
Arm'd with the inward sense of motives pure. 

Plain I beheld — methinks, I still behold — 
Before mine eyes a headless body pass, 
As went the rest of this afflicted fold : 

And by the hair it grasp'd the head, which, as 
A lantern, hung and dangled in its hand ; 
And gazing on us said, " Ay me ! Alas ! " 

Lamp, of itself, it made for self-command : 
Thus two in one they went, and one in two : 
But how — its Framer best can understand. 

When just beneath the bridge, it rais'd to view 
The arm with all the isolated head, 
That nearer we might catch the accents true. 

" See now the torment sore," wc heard it said, 
" See, whether great as tliis be any woe, 
Thou, who alive wendest to see the dead. 

And, that thou may'st report me from below, 
Know I am he, that urg'd the Young King on 
With ill advice — Bertrand of Bornio. 

I set at war the father and the son : 
By stimulants malign Ahitophel 
Less David injur'd, and less Absalon. 

Because I parted souls so near, in Hell 
Parted I carry, wretched me ! my brain 
From this, the vital trunk : observe thou well, 

How justly ' like for like ' I now obtain." 
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La molta gente e le diverse piaghe 
Avcan le luci mie si inebriate, 
Che dello stare a piangere eran vaghe. 

Ma Virgilio mi disse : Che pur guate ? 
Perchc la vista tua pur si soffolge 
Laggiu tra 1' ombre triste smozzicate ) 

Tu non hai fatto b! all' altre bolge ; 
Pensa, se tu annoverar 1c credi, 
Che miglia ventiduo la valle volge ; 

E gia la Luna c sotto i nostri piedi : 

Lo tempo e poco omai, che n' e concesso ; 
Ed altro fe da veder, che tu non vedi. 

Se tu avessi, rispos' io appreBso, 

Atteso alia cagion per ch' io guardava, 
Forso m' avreati ancor lo star dimesso. 

Parte sen gia, ed io retro gli andava, 
Lo Duca, gia facendo la risposta, 
E soggiimgendo : Dentro a quella cava, 

Dov' io teneva gli occbi si a posta, 

Credo ch' tin spirto del raio sangue pianga 
La colpa, che laggiu cotanto costa. 
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The concourse, and the wounds of every kind, 
Mine eyes did so inebriate and confound, 
That for a pause, to weep, they felt inclin'd. 

But Virgil said ; " Why still this gaze around 1 
Why is thy sight with such dependence cast 
On the poor haggled shades, that hero abound 1 

Liko-fix'd attention in no trenches past 

Yet hast thou shown : think, if thou count aright, 
Miles twenty-two the valley winds, and plac'd 

'Neath us already is the lunar light : 

Our time allow'd but brief remains ; beside, 
The things, unseen as yet, demand thy sight." 

" Hadst thou well ponder'd," I at once replied, 
" What 'twas, that caus'd my gazing so, may be, 
Thou wouldst have let me longer there abide." 

Meanwhile the Chief pass'd on, in front of me, 
I still responding, as I following went, 
With added words ; " Within that cavity 

Where with so fix'd a muse mine eyes wore bent, 
A spirit, I believe, by blood my kin, 
Mourns o'er the crime, that earns such punishment." 
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Allor dissc 0 Maestro : Non si franga 
Lo tuo pensier da qui innanzi sovr' ello : 
Attendi ad altro, ed ei la si rimanga ; 

Ch' io vidi lui a pie del ponticello 
Mostrarti, e minacciar forte col dito, 
Ed udil nominar Geri del Bello. 

Tu eri allor si del tutto impedito 
Sovra colui che gia tenne Altaforte, 
Che non guardasti in la ; si fu partito. 

O Duca mio ! la violenta morte 

Che non gli k vendicata ancor, diss' io, 
Per alcun che dell' onta sia consorte 

Fece lui disdegnoso ; onde sen glo 
Senza parlarmi, si com' io stimo ; 
E in cio m' ha fatto cgli a se pih pio. 

Cos! parlammo inaino al luogo prirno, 
Che dello scoglio 1' altra valle mostra, 
Se piu Iume vi fosse, tutto ad imo. 

Quando noi fummo in su P ultima chiostra 
Di Malebolge, si che i suoi conversi 
Potean parere alia veduta nostra, 

Lamenti saettaron me diversi, 

Che di pieta ferrati avean gli strali ; 
Ond' io gli orecchi con le man copersi. 

Qual dolor fora, se degli spedali 

Di Valdichiana tra il luglio e il settembre, 
E di Maremma, e di Sardigna i mali 

Fossero in una fossa tutti insembre, 
Tal era quivi ; e tal puzzo n' usciva, 
Qual suole uscir dalle mareite membre. 
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Then said the Master; "Let thy thoughts with pain 
Compassionate for him no more be stirr'd ; 
Divert them elsewhere ; there let him remain. 

For, at the bridge's foot, with anger fir'd, 

I saw him point thee out, and threats display, 
And I his name — Geri del Eello — heard. 

Thou at the time on him, who held the sway 
Of Hauteforte, thy regard didst all bestow, 
Not looking towards him : so he went his way." 

" O my good Lord, his violent death, that now 
Not yet for him aveng'd," I said, " does lie 
By any, who in his their shame should know, 

FilTd him with scorn, that so he pass'd me by, 
Not deigning speech, if I conjecture right : 
This moves the more for him my sympathy." 

Thus we convers'd, until we reach'd the height, 
Which brings the other valley full in view 
Quite to the bottom, were there ampler light. 

When now we stood o'er the last cloister-mew 
Of Malebolge, whence to us appear'd 
Its lay-fraternity and regions new, 

Strange lamentations manifold I heard, 

Piercing, with pity barb'd, like arrows fleet : 
My hands to both my ears I quick uprear'd. 

What grief would be, if, in mid-summer's heat, 
From damp Valdichiana's hospital, 
Maremma's, and Sardinia's, were to meet, 

Diseases in one ditch collected all ; 

Such was it here ; and so the stench reek'd o'er, 
As when at limbs decay'd the senses pall. 
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Noi diBcendemmo in su 1' ultima riva 
Del hingo scoglio, pur da man sinistra, 
Ed allor fu la mia vista piu viva 

Giu v6r lo fondo, dove la ministra 
Dell' alto Sire, infallibil Giustizia, 
Punisce i falsator che qui regiatra. 

Non credo ch' a veder maggior tristizia 
Fosse in Egina il popol tutto infenno, 
Quando fu 1' aer si pien di malizia, 

Clie gli aniniali, infino al picciol vermo, 
Cascaron tutti, e poi le genti antiche, 
Secondo che i poeti hanno per fermo, 

Si ristorar di seme di formiche ; 

Ch' era a veder per quella oscura valle 
Languir gli spirti per diverse biche. 

Qual sovra il ventre, e qual sovra lc Bpalle 
L' un dell' altro giacea ; e qual carponc 
Si trasmutava per la tristo calle. 

Pasao passo andavam senza sermone, 
Guardando ed ascoltando gli ammalati, 
Che non potean levar le lor persons. 

lo vidi duo sedere a se appoggiati, 

Come a Bcaldar s' appoggia tegghia a tegghia, 
Dal capo ai pie di Bchianze maculati : 

E non vidi giammai menare stregghia 
A ragazzo aspettato dal signorao, 
Ne a colui che mal volentier vegghia ; 

Come ciascun menava srresso il morso 
Dell' unghie sovra se per la gran rabbia 
Del pizzicor, che non ha piu soccorso : 
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We to the lengthen'd ridge's extreme shore, 
Leftward descending went : and I explor'd 
Closely, with eyes more vivid than before, 

The depth, where th' Agent of the mighty Lord, 
Justice infallible chastises those, 
Enter'd, as forgers, in her dark record. 

Methinks, display^ no scene of sadder woes 
Egina's people, when all sick did lie, 
And so malign th' infectious blasts arose, 

That, to the tiny worm, dropt down to die 
All animals ; and then the pristine brood, 
As certain Poets tell for verity, 

Witli seed of ants was quicken'd and renew'd ; 
Than here was seen, in this dark vale's display, 
Where, stack'd in heaps, the pining ghosts we view'd. 

This on the other's belly sprawling lay ; 

This, on the back ; and these, their pain to ease, 
Crawl' d, changing place, along the doleful way. 

Silent we passed, both stepping soft, with gaze 
Absorb'd, still listening to the patients sad, 
Reft of all power their bodies to upraise. 

Two, seated back to back for mutual aid, 

Like pans, I saw, propt at the warm fire-side : 
From head to foot with scabby spots o'erlaid. 

I ne'er knew curry-comb so swiftly plied 
By lated groom, expected by his lord ; 
Or, whom night-work his wish'd-for sleep denied ; 

As each with clawing nails his body gor'd 
Full deep, to mollify the dread assails 
Of itching, that all other help ignorU 
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E ai traevan git 1' ungliie la acabbia, 

Come coltel di scardova le acaglie, 

0 d' altro peace che piii larghe I" abbia. 
0 tu, che colle dita ti dismaglie, 

Comincii il Duca mio a un di loro, 

E che fai d' ease tal volta tanaglie ; 
Dimmi a' alcun Latino k tra costoro 

Che son quinc' entro, se 1' unghia ti basti 

Etemalmente a coteato Iavoro. 
Latin sem noi, che tu vedi si guasti 

Qui ambodue, rispose 1' un piangendo ; 

Ma tu chi sei, che di noi dimandasti 1 
E il Duca disse : Io son un, che discendo 
, Con questo vivo giu di balzo in balzo, 

E di mostrar 1' Inferno a lui intendo. 
Allor ai ruppc lo comnn rincalzo, 

E tremando ciaacuno a me ai volse 

Con altri, che 1' udiron di rimbalzo. 
Lo buon Maeatro a me tutto s' accolse, 

Dicendo : Di' a lor ci6 che tu vuoli. 

Ed io incominciai, poscia ch' ei volse : 
Se la vostra memoria non s' imboli 

Nel primo mondo dall' umane menti, 

Ma s' ella viva sotto molti Soli ; 
Ditemi chi voi siete, e di che genti : 

La vostra aconcia e fastidiosa pena 

Di paleaarvi a me non vi spaventi. 
Io fui d' Arezzo, e Albero da Siena, 

Riapose 1'un, mi fe' mattere al fuoco ; 

Ma quel, per ch' io mori', qui non mi mens. 
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The scurfy crust was dug down by the nails, 
As when the grating knife a hream might flay, 
Or other fish, incas'd in larger scales. 

" 0 thou, who to dismail thee find'st a way, 
Using thy fingers, too, as pineers ; tell," 
My Guide to one of them began to say, 

" If any Latian 'mong the people dwell 

Here down within : so may thy nails out-last, 
To serve thee thus, eternally, in Hell ! " 

" Latians are we thou seest, so defac'd, 

Ay, both of us ;" the one with tears replied ; 

" But who art thou, that askest 1" " Down the waste 

From steep to steep this living man I guide," 
Answer'd mine Escort, "and 'tis yet my mind 
To shew him Hell, and all, who in't abide." 

Then brake the prop, by which they joint reclin'd : 
And each towards me trembling turn'd ; they, too, 
Who caught my words from the rebound behind. 

To me himself the Master wholly drew. 

And said ; " To them, whate'er thy pleasure, say." 
And I began, when thus his will I knew. 

" So may your memory ne'er steal away 
In the fore-world from man's intelligence, 
But live and thrive through many a solar day. 

As now ye tell, who are ye, and from whence : 
Dread not exposure of your names, from pride, 
Lest your disgusting torment cause offence." 

" I of Arezzo was," then one replied ; 
" Albero of Siena made me burn ; yet I 
Here was not doom'd for that, for which I died. 
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Ver h, ch' io dissi a lui, parlando a ghioco : 
Io mi saprei Invar per I' aere a volo : 
E quei che avea vaghezza e senno poco, 

Voile ch' io gli mostrassi 1' arte ; e solo 
Parch' io nol feci Dedalo, mi fece 
Ardere a tal, che 1' avea per figliuolo. 

Ma ueir ultima bolgia delle diece 

Me per alcliimia, che nel mondo usai, 
Dannd Minos, a cui fallir non lece. 

Ed io dissi al Poeta : Or fu giammai 
Gente si vana come la Sanese 1 
Corto non la Franceaca si d' assai. 

Onde 1' altro lebbroso, che m' intese, 

Rispose al detto mio : Tranne lo Stricca, 
Che seppe far le temperate spese ; 

E Niccol6, che la costuma ricca 
Del garofano prima discoperee 
Nell' orto, dove tal seme a' appicca ; 

E tranne la hrigata, in che disperse 

Caccia d' Ascian la vigna e la gran fronda, 
E 1' Abbagliato il suo senno profcrse. 

Ma perche sappi chi si ti seconda 

Contra i Sanesi, aguzza ver me 1' occhio. 
SI che la faccia mia ben ti risponda ; 

Si vednd ch' io eon 1' ombra di Capocchio, 
Che falaai li metalli con alchimta, 
E ten dee rieordar, se ben t' adocchio, 

Com' io fiii di natura buona scimia. 
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True is, I jesting told him ; ' How to fly 
In the mid air the art to me is known : ' 
And he, more curious than wise, would try 

To learn of me the method ; and alone, 
Because of him no Dscdalus I made, 
Me at the stake he made consume, by one, 

His sire reputed : yet was it for my trade 
In alchemy, that here in this Tenth cell 
Minos infallible my sentence laid." 

Then to the Poet I ; " Can any tell, 
Sucli as the Sienese, a people vain : 
With less conceit, far less, the Frenchmen swell." 

On this, that other of the scab began 

Answering; "The Stricca, pray, except, who knew 
Ever so well liis purse-strings to restrain. 

And him, the first discoverer, Niccold, 

Of the clove's costly fashion, in the ground. 
Where all such seeds quickly take root and grow : 

Also that cluh, where Caccia of Ascian drown'd 
In lavish waste the woods and vine-yards wide ; 
And th' Abbagliato shew'd his wit profound, 

But, that thou understand, who thy side 
Supports against the Stenese, thy sight 
So sharpen, that my face be clear descried. 

Then shalt thou trace in me Capocchio's sprite, 
Who metals falsified with chymick dye : 
Thou must remember, if I scan thee right, 

How well I Nature ap'd with alchemy." 
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Nel tempo che Giunone era crucciata 
Per Semele contra il Bangue TebaDo, 
Como mostr6 gift una ed altra fiate, 

Atamante divennc tanto insano, 

Che veggendo la moglio co' duo figli 
Venir carcata di ciascuna niano, 

Grid6 : Tendiam le reti, si eh' io pigli 
La lionessa e i lioncini al varco ; 
E poi distese i dispietati artigli, 

Prendendo 1' un che avea Home Learco, 
E rotollo, e percosselo ad un sasso ; 
E quella s' anneg6 con 1' altro incarco. 

E quando la fortuna volse in basso 
L' altezza de' Troian, che tutto ardiva, 
St che insierae col regno il Re fu casso ; 

Ecuba trista, miaera e cattiva, 
Poacia che vide Polisena morta, 
E del suo Polidoro, in au la riva 

Del mar, si fu la dolorosa accorta, 
Forsennata Iatr6 si come cane ; 
Tanto dolor le fe' la mente torta. 
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What time, with anger 'gainst the Theban blood 
Juno was rack'd, because of Semele, 
As times full oft she cruelly had show'd, 

Rav'd Athamas, gone mad, to such degree, 

That, when Ids wife with the two sons draw near, 
Laden on cither hand, he ehanc'd to see, 

" Spread we the toils," he cried, " that I ensnare 
Now, at the pass, the lioness and young," 
And then distended his fierce talons bare, 

Seizing on one, Learchus, whom he swung 
And on the hard rock shatter'd : in the flood 
Herself with th' other charge the mother flung. 

And so, when Fortune in her giddy mood 
The pride of Troy high vaulting to its fall 
Had turn'd, whence king and kingdom sunk subdued : 

Queen Hecuba, sad captive, 'reft of all, 
"When as she saw Polyxena now slain, 
And Polydoras her bolov'd withal 

A stark stiff corse, stretch'd near the briny main, 
Roam'd wildly, barking like a dog, her mind 
Wrench'd into madness through intense of pain. 
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Ma ne di Tebe furie, ne Troiane 
Si vider mai in alcun tanto crude, 
Non punger bestie, non che membra umane, 

Quant' io vidi due ombre smorte e nude, 
Che mordendo correvan di quel modo 
Che il poreo, quando del porcil st sehiude. 

L' una giunse a Capocchio, ed in sul nodo 
Del collo I' assanno, s\ chc tirando 
Grattar gli fece il ventre al fondo sodo. 

E 1' Aretin, che rimase tremando, 

Mi disse : Quel folletto h Gianni Schicchi, 
E va rabbioso altrui cosi conciando. 

Oh, diss' io lui, se 1' altro non ti ficclii 
Li denti addosso, non ti sia fatiea 
A dir clu e, pria die di qui si spicchi. 

Ed egU a me : Quell' i Y anima antics 
Di Mirra scellerata, che divenne 
Al padre fuor del dritto amore arnica. 

Questa a peccar con esso cosi venne, 
Falsificando sh in altrui forma, 
Come 1' altro, che in la sen va, sostennc, 

Per guadagnar la donna della torma, 
Falsificare in se Buoso Donati, 
Testando, e dando al testamento norma. 

E poi che i duo rabbiosi fur passati, 
Sovra i quali io avea 1' occhio tenuto, 
Kivolsilo a guardar gli altri mal nati. 

Io vidi un fatto a guisa di liuto, 
Pur ch' egli avesse avuta 1' anguinaia 
Tronca dal lato che 1' uomo ha forcuto. 
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But not from Thebes, nor Troy, more fierce inclin'd 
Furies were ever seen the limbs t' indent 
Of any brute, much less of human kind, 

As two gaunt naked shades, on havoc bent, 
I saw, like swine, when driven from the sty, 
Rushing, full speed, and biting, as they went. 

One to Capocchio came, and seiz'd him nigh 
The jointed neck ; then, dragging him along, 
His belly rasp'd upon the hard floor dry. 

" Gian Schicchi is that elf, malign and strong ; " 
Said th' Aretine, who yet stay'd trembling there, 
" Thus rabidly he goes, and trims the throng." 

" Oh," I address'd him, " may that other ne'er 
Indent thee so, as thou, before he flee 
From hence, shall who he is to me declare." 

" The spirit of old," he answer' d, " thou dost see 
Of Myrra the nefarious, who became 
Her father's love, beyond love's due degree. 

For this, to slake her vile incestuous flame, 
An alien form she borrow'd for her need ; 
As he, who yonder goes, assum'd the same, 

When the false Will he made, and seal'd the deed, 
Buoso Donati skill'd to personate ; 
The lady of the stud his prize, and meed." 

Gone the two shades, impcll'd by rage and liate, 
On whom attentively were fix'd mine eyes, 
I turn'd me to the rest, of like ill fate. 

One I observ'd, whose body wore the guise 
Of a lute-instrument ; had but the groin 
Been sever'd from the fork above the thighs. 
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La grave idropisia, che si dispaia 

Lc membra eon 1' umor, che mal convertc, 
Che il viso non risponde alia ventraia, 

Faceva lui tener le labbra aperte, 
Come 1' etico fa, die per la sete 
L' un verso il mento, e 1' altro in su riverte. 

0 voi, che aenza alcuna pena siete, 
E non so io perchc, ncl mondo gramo. 
Diss' egli a noi, guardate e attended 

Alia miseria del maestro Adamo : 
Io ebbi vivo assai di quel ch' io volli, 
E ora, lasso ! un gocciol d' acqua bramo. 

Li ruscclletti, die de' verdi colli 

Del Caaentm discendon giuso in Arno, 
Facendo i lor canali e freddi e molli, 

Sempre mi stanno innanzi, c non indarno ; 
Ch6 1' imagine lor via piu m' ascinga, 
Cho il male, ond' io nel volto mi discamo. 

La rigida giustizia, che mi fruga, 

Tragge cagion del luogo, ov' io peccai, 
A metter piu gli miei sospiri in fuga. 

Ivi 6 Romena, 1& dov' io falsai 
La lega suggellata del Batista, 
Per ch' io il corpo suso arso lasciai. 

Ma s' io vedessi qui 1' anima trista 

Di Guido, o d' Alessandro, o di lor frate, 
Per fonte Branda non darei la vista. 

Dentro ee 1' una gia, sc I' arrabbiatc 
Ombre, che vanno intomo, dicon vero : 
Ma che mi val, che ho le membra legate 1 
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Swoln dropsy, that distorts the body's line, 
By humour, wand'ring from its natural tide, 
So that the face and holly ill combine, 

Forc'd him to gape with lips disparted wide ; 
As yawns the hectic patient, in his drought 
The lips when curling back on either side. 

" 0 ye ! who here to this sad world are brought 
Free from all torture — and I know not why- 
Observe," he said to us, " and fix your thought 

Gravely on Master Adam's misery : 

I, who, alive, had all my heart could ween, 
Now wretched for one drop of water sigh. 

The rills, that from the verdant uplands sheen 
Of Casentino, down to Arno flow, 
Cooling with moisture soft their margins green, 

Still haunt mine eyes ; nor vainly order'd so : 
Because their image drains and parches more, 
Than what in face makes me all meagre grow. 

Unbending Justice, that torments me sore, 

Finds motive from the place, my sin that knew, 
To haste my sighs more swiftly than before. 

There stands Komena, where the coinage true, 
Stamp'd with the Baptist's head, I falsified : 
For which my corpse, left at the stake, I rue. 

But, could I see in torment at my side 
Guido, or either of his brothers twain, 
The sight I'd not exchange for Branda's tide. 

One is already come, if the mad train 

Whirling around speak true ; well ; be it so : 
What boots it me, whose limbs are clogg'd with pain 1 
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S' io foasi pur di tanto ancor leggiero, 

Ch' io potessi in cent' anni andare un' oncia, 
Io sarei messo gia per lo sentiero, 

Cercando lui tra questa gente sconcia, 
Con tutto ch' ella volge undid miglia, 
E men d' nn mezzo di traverso non ci ha. 

Io son per lor tra si fatta famiglia : 
Ei m' indussero a battere i fiorini, 
Ch' avevan tre carati di mondiglia. 

Ed io a lui : CM son li duo tapini, 
Che fuman come man bagnata il verno, 
Giacendo atretti a' tuoi destri confini ! 

Qui li trovai, c poi volta non dierno, 

Rispose, quando piowi in queato greppo, 
E non credo che dieno in aompitemo. 

L' una c la falsa, cho accusd Giuaeppo ; 
L' altro 6 0 falso Sinon Greco da Troia : 
Per febbre acuta gittan tanto leppo. 

E 1' un di lor, che si reed a noia 
Forae d' easer nomato si oscuro, 
Col pugno gli percosse 1' epa croia. 

Quella sond, come fosse un tamburo : 
E mastro Adamo gli percosse il volto 
Col braccio suo, che non parve men duro, 

Dicendo a lui : Ancor che mi sia tolto 
Lo muover, per le membra che son gravi, 
Ho io il braccio a tal mestier diaciolto. 

Ond' ei riapose : Quando tu andavi 
Al fuoco, non Y avei tu cosl preato ; 
Ma si e piu 1' avei quando coniavi. 
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Had I alertness left me, as to go 

One inch in years a hundred, from this place 
I, sure, had started on my way, ere now, 

Him in this multitude deform'd to trace ; 
Although eleven miles the circuit wind, 
Nor less than half a mile across the space. 

Through them in such a set myself I find ; 

Through their incitement, to partake the gain. 
The florins, by three carats base, I coin'd." ■ 

And I to him ; " Who are the abjects twain, 

Forth steaming, like a hand, when plung'd in snow, 
Both, at your right, in close conjunction lain 1 " 

" I found them here," he answer'd ; " and just so 
They lie unmov'd, since in this ditch I fell : 
Nor ever, I believe, a change they'll know. 

One against Joseph the false tale did tell ; 

Th' other is Sinon false — of Troy — the Greek ; 
Through feverous heat such rankness they expel." 

Then one of them, who, may be, felt a pique 
Thus to be cited, and so ill renown'd, 
Struck th' other's harden'd paunch, his ire to wreak, 

Which, like a drum tight-brac'd, gave back the sound : 
Adam, on this, his arm, which seem'd like hard, 
Uplift, and on liis face the blow retum'd, 

Him thus addressing ; " Though my limbs are barr'd 
From movement by the burden, clogging so, 
Yet still have I an arm, for striking spar'd." 

Prompt answer came ; " Not such its haste, I trow, 
When thou wast going to the penal fire : 
For coining it was quick ; ay, quicker, too." 
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E 1' idropico : Tu di' ver di qucsto ; 
Ma tii non fosti si ver testimonio, 
Li 've del ver fosti a Troia richiesto. 

S' io dissi falso, e tu falsasti il conio, 
Disse Sinone ; e son qui per an fallo, 
E tu per piii che alcun altro Dimonio. 

Kieorditi, spergiuro, del cavallo, 

RispoBe quei cli' aveva enfiata 1' epa : 
E sieti reo che tutto il mondo aallo. 

A te sia rea la sete onde ti crepa, 

Disse il Greco, la lingua, e 1' acqua marcia 
Che il ventre innanzi agli occhi si t' assiepa. 

Allora il monetier: Cosi si squarcia 
La bocca tua per dir mal come suole ; 
Che s' i' ho sete, ed umor mi rinfareia. 

Tu hai V arsura, e il capo che ti duole : 
E per lecear lo specchio di Narcisso, 
Non vorresti a invitar molte parole. 

Ad ascoltarli er' io del tutto fisso, 

Quando il Maestro mi disse : Or pur mira, 
Che per poco e che teco non mi risso ! 

Quand' io il senti' a me parlar con ira, 
Volsimi verso lui con tal vergogna, 
Ch' ancor per la memoria mi si gira. 

E quale e quei, clie suo dannaggio sogna, 
Che sognando desidera sognare, 
Si che quel ch' e, come non fosse, agogna ; 

Tal mi fee' io, non potendo parlare, 
Che disiava scusarmi, e scusava 
Me tuttavia, e nol mi crcdea fare. 
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To him the dropsied ; " In this thou art no liar ; 
But not so truly didst thou testify, 
When they at Troy of thee did truth require." 

" If I spako false, yet thou didst falsify 

The coin," said Sinon : "for one crime alone 
I'm here ; no devil's crimes can thine outvie." 

"Ramember but the horse, thou perjur'd one! " 
He of the paunch inflated then rejoin'd ; 
" And mourn a doom, to all the world well known." 

" And thou in thy tongue-chapping thirst go find 
Thy doom," the Greek replied: "be curs'd to thee 
That belly's dropsy foul, which makes thee blind." 

The coiner then ; " Thy mouth gapes also, I see, 
With evil speaking, aa it us'd to do : 
Well ; if / thirst, and cramm'd with humours he, 

Thmi hast thy fever's heat, thy head's sharp throe : 
Nor needs much argument to make thee lick 
The mirror of Narcissus in thy woe." 

In listening I was all absorb'd, when quick 
The Master said ; " Go gazing on, hut fear, 
Lest soon with thee a quarrel I shall pick." 

On my perceiving his offended air, 

Toward him my face so sham'd I turn'd, that still 
My memory feels the flush, that mantled there. 

And like the man, who dreams of some sore ill, 
And, dreaming, fain would have it hut a dream, 
So, as unreal, real things to will ; 

Such, in my lack of utterance, did I seem 
Wishing myself to excuse ; and so indeed 
Excus'd me, though I scarce it true could deem. 
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Maggior difetto men vergogna lava, 

Disse il Maestro, clie il tuo lion e. stato ; 
Perd d' ogni trhtizia ti diegrava t 

E fa ragion ch' io ti sia sempre allato, 
Se piil avrien che fortuna t' accoglia, 
Dove sien genti in simigliante piato ; 

Che voler ci6 udire e bassa voglia. 
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The Master said ; " A greater sin would need 

Less shame, than thine has been, wherewith t' atone ; 
Therefore from every sorrow be thou freed. 

And, if thou shotdd'st by fortune e'er be thrown, 
Where people to like wrangling are inclin'd, 
Think me at all times near, thee ne'er alone. 

Such slang to relish shows a vulgar mind." 
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Una medesma lingua pria mi morse, 
S\ che mi tinse 1' una e 1' altra guancia, 
E poi la medicina mi riporse. 

Cosl od' io die soleva la lancia 

D' Achille, e del buo padre, esser cagione 
Prima di trista e poi di buona mancia. 

Noi dcmmo il dosso al misero vallone, 
Su per la ripa che il cinge dintorno, 
Attraversando scnza alcun sermone. 

Quivi era men che notte e men che giorao, 
SI che il viso m' andava innanzi poco : 
Ma io senti' soiiarc un alto corno 

Tanto, ch' avrebbe ogni tuon fatto fioco ; 
Che, contra sk la sua via seguitando, 
Dirizzb gli occhi miei tutti ad un loco. 

Dopo la dolorosa rotta, quando 
Carlo Magno perde la santa gesta, 
Non sond si tembilmente Orlando. 

Poco portai in la alta la testa, 

Che mi parve vcder molte alte torri ; 
Ond' io : Maestro, di', che terra e qucsta? 
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The tongue, whose biting speech my cheeks had dyed 
With blush so deep of ignominious shame, 
Itself the balm medicinal supplied. 

Thus from Achilles' spear — for such its fame — 
And from his father's, first a largess sad, 
And, after it, a gift propitious came. 

From the huge vale of Misery we made, 

By the surrounding bank, our parting way ; 
And converse, as we cross'd, aside we laid. 

Here was it less than night, and less than day ; 
So that I little could in front explore : 
But from on high a horn so loudly play 

I heard, that faint would seem the thunder's roar : 
All to one point it turn'd mine eyes in haste, 
Following the sound against the course it bore. 

Not after the defeat and dolorous waste, 

When Charlemain saw lost the holy emprize, 
Blew Roland with his horn so dire a blast. 

Short time, since thither I had lift mine eyes, 
Towers many high up-rais'd I seem'd to trace : 
" Master, what new land's this 1 " in my surprise 
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Ed egli a me : Peri) che tu trascorri 
Per le tenebre troppo dalla lungi, 
Awien che poi nel maginare aborri. 

Tu vcdrai ben, se tu la ti congiungi, 
Quanto il scnao s' inganna di lontano : 
Peri alquanto piu te stesso pungi. 

Poi caramente mi prese per mano, 

E disse : Pria che noi siam piu avanti, 
Acciocche il fatto men ti paia atrano, 

Sappi che non son torn, ma giganti, 
E son nel pozzo, intorno dalla ripa, 
Dall' ombelico in giuso tutti quanti. 

Come quando la nebbia si dissipa, 
Lo sguardo a poco a poco raffigura 
Cid che cela il vapor, che 1' aere stipa ; 

Cosl forando 1' aura grossa e scura, 

Piii e piii appreasando in vfir la sponda, 
Fuggemi errore, e giungemi panra : 

Perocche come in su la cerchia tonda 
Montereggion di torri si corona ; 
Cosi la proda, che il pozzo circonda, 

Torreggiavan di ntezza la persona 
Gli orribih giganti, cui minaocia 
Giove del cielo ancora, quando tuona : 

Ed io scorgeva gia d' alcun la faccia, 

Le spalle, e il petto, o del ventre gran parte, 
E per le costo giu ambo le braccia. 

Natura certo, quando lasci6 1' arte 
Di si fatti animali, assai fe' bene, 
Per tor cotali esecutori a Marte. 



CANTO XXXI. 



I ask'd : and lie to me ; " The lengthen'd space 
Thy sight must traverse through the darksome air, 
Deludes thee thus in fancy's erring chase. 

Well shalt thou learn, when once thou comest there, 
How much the sense hy distance is misled : 
Therefore press on, to gain a view more clear." 

Then tenderly his hand o'er mine he spread, 
Saying ; " Before we further journey, know, 
Thus to abate betimes thy coming dread, 

Not towers are these, but Giants j and, below 
Down from the navel sunk, they all upright 
Stand in the Well, and fill the circling row." 

As, when a mist dispersing yields to light, 
The eye re-fashions gradually clear 
What the condensing vapour liid from sight ; 

So, as mine eye approach'd the verge more near, 
Threading th' ethereal gross obscure, from me 
Fled the illusion, and, in stead, came fear. 

For, as along its walls, embattled high, 

Montereggidn is proudly flank'd and crown'd, 
So o'er the Well's round rim, tremendously, 

With bodies huge, half rais'd above the mound, 
Tower'd the terrific Giants ; whom for pride 
Jove threatens still, when thunders shake the ground. 

The face of one already I descried ; 

The shoulders, chest, much of the paunch before, 
And both the arms, pendent on either side. 

Surely, when nature eeas'd to fashion more 
Creatures, like these, she acted vastly well 
In robbing Mars of such destructive store. 
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E s' ella d' elefanti e di balene 

Non si pente, chi guarda sottiimente, 
Piii giusta e piii discreta la ne tiene ; 

Che dove 1' argomento della mente 

S' aggiunge al mal vo]cre- od alia possa, 
Nessun riparo vi puA far la gentc. 

La faccia sua mi parea lunga e grossa, 
Come la pina di San Pietro a Roma ; 
E a sua proporzione cran le altr' ossa ; 

Si the la ripa, eh' era perizoma 

Dal mezzo in giii, ne mostrava ben tanto 
Di sopra, clie di giungere alia thioma 

Tre Frison s' averian dato mal vanto ; 
Perocch' io ne vedea trenta gran palmi 
Dal luogo in gin, dov' uom a' affibbia ii man to. 

Eafel mai amech zabl almi, 

Cominci6 a gridar la fiera bocca, 
Cui non si ennvenien piu dolei salmi. 

E il Duca mio ver lui : Anima sciocca, 
Tienti col corno, e con quel ti disfoga, 
Quand' ira a altra passion ti tocca. 

Cercati al collo, e troverai la soga 
Che il tien legato, o anima confusa, 
E vedi lui che il gran petto ti doga. 

Poi disso a me : Egli stesso s' accusa. 
Questi e Nembrotto, per lo cui mal coto 
Pure un linguaggio nel mondo non s' usa. 

Lasciamlo stare, e non parliarao a voto ; 
Che cosl (■ a lui ciascun linguaggio, 
Come il suo ad altrui, oh' a nullo e noto. 
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And, if the whale and elephant she still 
Create relentless, the discerning mind 
Will more applaud her wise judicious skill. 

For, where the force of Reason is combin'd 
With malice, and the power of doing wrong, 
No shelter is reserv'd for lost mankind. 

Methinks, his countenance look'd broad and long, 
As holy Peter's ball at Eome is seen ; 
Like measure show'd his other members strong : 

So that the bank, which, apron-like, did screen 
From the waist downward, bar'd as much to sight 
Upward, as to have reach'd his hair, I ween, 

Three Friezelanders had found beyond their might : 
For of him palms full thirty I could spy 
Down from the neck, where men their cloaks unite. 

" Raphel Mat Amech almi Zab\ ; " 

So 'gan with horrid yell the savage jowl, 
Unfit in sweeter Psalmody to cry. 

Toward him my Leader then ; " Thou stupid soul, 
Keep to thy horn, and with its jargon sound 
Allay thy rage, thy passions vile controul. 

'Tis at thy neck — feel there — the strap is found 
Binding it fast — 0 soul ! gone quite astray, 
There ! — where thy brawny chest it hoops around." 

And then to me ; " Himself his words betray : 
This is that Nimrod, by whose impious thought 
One language from mankind was ta'en away. 

Him leave we, as he stands ; nor waste for naught 
On him good words : for he can no more know 
Language of others, than they his are taught. 
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Facemrao adttnqtte pin lungo viaggio 

Volti a sinistra ; ed al trar d' on balestro 
Trovammo 1' altro assai phi fiero e maggio. 

A cinger lni, qual che fosse il maestro, 
Non so io dir ; ma ei tenea succinto 
Dinanzi l 1 altro, e dietro il braccio destro, 

D' nna catena, che il teneva awinto 
Dal collo in gin, d che in bu lo ecoperto 
Si rawolgeva infino al giro quint*. 

Questo superbo voll' essere esperto 

Di sua potenza contra il soramo Giove, 
Disse il inio Duca, ond' egli ha cotal merto. 

Fialte ha name ; e fece te gran prove, 
Quando i giganti fer panra ai Dei : 
Le braccia, ch' ei men6, giammai non muove. 

Ed io a lui : S' esser puote, io vorrei 
Che dello amisurato Briareo 
Esperienza avesser gli occhi mieL 

Ond' ei rispose : Tu vedrai Anteo 

Preaso di qui, che parla, ed e disciolto, 
Che ne porra nel fondo d' ogni reo. 

Quel che tu vnoi veder, piu la e molto, 
Ed e legato, e fatto come questo, 
Salvo che piu feroce par nel volto. 

Non fu tremuoto gia tanto rubesto, 
Che scotesse una torre cosl forte, 
Come Fialte a scuotersi fu presto. 

Allor temetti piu che mai la morte, 
E non v' era meatier piii che la dotta, 
S' io non avessi viate le ritorte. 
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Then turuing leftward we advanc'd, and, lo, 
Another far more big and fierce we found. 
Distant from thi3 the shot of a cross-bow. 

What Master-hand had skill to gird him round. 
I know not ; but a manacle two-fold 
One arm in front, th' other behind him, bound, 

From the neck riveting with mighty hold ; 

And on the trunk, which was to sight display'd, 
In five vast ligaments the links were roll'd. 

Fain would this one imperious have assay'd 

His strength against the all-commanding Jove ; " 
My Leader said ; " and so for this he's paid : 

His name Ephialtcs ; and right-well he strove, 
What time the Giants put the Gods in fear : 
Those arms, ho wielded then, he ne'er shall move." 

And I to him ; " If possible it were, 

Fain would I that mine eyes should prove the dread 
And the dimensionless Briarens near." 

" Thou shalt Antieus see," he answered, 

" Not far from this, who speaks, unfetter'd goes, 
And us will place, where lies sin's lowest bed. 

Th' other, of whom thy wish thou dost disclose, 
Is far beyond, and chain'd ; like this in form, 
Only in face a fiercer glare he shows." 

Strong earthquake with such violence of storm 
Ne'er shook a castle-tower, as, seeing me, 
Quick Ephialtes shook Ids mass enorm. 

Ne'er fear'd I death before in such degree : 
My terror, it suffic'd— no further need — 
But that the chains still holding I could see. 
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Xoi proeedemmo pin avanti alfotta, 

E venimmo ad Anteo, che ben cinqu' alle, 
Senza la testa, usda fuor della grotta. 

() tu, che nclla fortunata valle, 
Clie fece Seipion di gloria ereda, 
Quando Annibal co' suoi diede le spalle, 

I'ecasti gia mille lion per preda, 
E che se fossi stato all' alta guerra 
De' tuoi fratelli, ancor par oh' ei si creda, 

Che avrebber vinto i figli dclla terra ; 
Mettime giuso, e non ten venga schifo, 
Dove Cocito la freddura serra. 

Non ci far ire a Tizio, nc a Tifo : 

Questi pu6 dar di quel che qui si brama : 
Perd ti china, e non torcer lo grifo. 

Ancor ti pu6 nel mondo render fama ; 
Ch' ei vive, e lunga vita ancor aspetta, 
Se innanzi tempo grazia a sb not chiama. 

(Josl disse il Maestro : e quegli in fretta 
Le man distese, e prcse il Duca mio, 
Ond' Ercole senti gii grande stretta. 

Virgilio, quando prender si sentio, 

"Disse a me : Fatti in qua, si ch' io ti prenda. 
Poi fece si, che un fascio er' egli ed io. 

Qual pare a riguardar la Carisenda 

Sotto il chinato, quando un nuvol vada 
Sovr' essa s\, ch' ella in contrario penda ; 

Tal parvo Anteo a me che stava a bada 
Di vcderlo chinare, e fu tal ora 
Oh' io avrei voluto ir per altra strada : 
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Then in advance yet further we proceed : 
We reach Anteeus, who without his crest 
The cavern's rim did five good ells exceed. 

" 0 thou ! who in the vale, by fortune bless'd, 
Which the great heir of glory Scipio made, 
When Hannibal, and his, in flight were press'd, 

Didst, for thy mighty prey, victorious lead 
A thousand lions ; and of whom they say 
Believing, that, if thou thy brethren aid 

Hadst brought, the sons of earth had won the day ; 
Scorn not to help us, so that we descend 
There, where Cocytua binds the gelid sway. 

Us not to Tityus, not to Typhon, send : 

Here's one, can give what they in Hell implore : 
Then stoop thee ; nor thy lips in wrath distend. 

To thee on earth renown he can restore : 
He lives, and longer life has yet in thought, 
Unless from thence he's call'd by grace before." 

Thus spake the Master ; him the Giant caught, 

Spreading those hands, whose throttling squeeze, of old, 
Prov'd Hercules, together as they fought. 

Virgil to me, when once he felt their hold, 

Said ; " Now approach, that thee I so may raise." 
Then wrapp'd himself and me in one safe fold. 

As shews the Carisenda, while we gaze 
From underneath its over-leaning brow, 
When hangs upon its front a cloudy haze ; 

Like shew'd Antieus, as I stood below, 

And watch'd his downward bend ; then in my dread 
I wish'd by any way but this to go. 
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Ma lievemente al fondo, che divora 
Lurifero con Giuda, ci poso : 
Ne si chinato 11 fece dimora, 

E come albero in nave si lev 6 
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But soft he laid me in that lowest bed, 
Which swallows up with Judaa Lucifer ; 
Nor tarried long thuB bent ; he raia'd his head 

And body, as on deck a mast they rear. 
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S' 10 avessi le rime c aspre e chiocce, 
Come si converrebbe al tristo bueo, 
Sovra il qual pontan tutte 1' altre rocce, 

Io premerei di mio concetto il suco 

Piii pienamente ; ma perch' io non 1' abbo, 
Hon senza tema a dicer mi conduco : 

Che non e impresa <la pigliare a gabbo, 
Descriver fondo a tutto 1' universo, 
Ne da lingua die chiami mamma e babbo. 

Ma quelle Donne aiutino il mio verso, 
Ch' aiutaro Anfione a ehiuder Tebe, 
SI che dal fatto il dir non sia diverse 

Oh sovra tutto mal craata plebe, 

Che stai nel loco, onde parlare e duro ! 
Mo' foste state qui pecore o zebe. 

Come noi fummo giii nel pozzo scuro 
Sotto i pie del GSganto, assai piu bassi, 
Ed io mirava ancora all' alto muro, 

Dicere udimmi : Guarda come passi ; 
Fa si, che tu non calchi con le piante 
Le teste de' fratei miseri lassi. 
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Had I but rhymes uncouth, and hoarse in tone, 
Fit for the gully-hole, bo sad and drear, 
On which all th' upper vaults bear pressing down, 

My mind's conception I would filter clear, 
And fuller too : for lack of these supplies, 
Scarce can I speak, but with misgiving fear. 

For that, which all the world deep underlies, 
To picture, is no light facetious play ; 
Nor for a tongue, that " Dad," and " Mammy," cries. 

But may those ladies now befriend my lay, 
Who help'd Amphion at the Theban wall ! 
So never shall my speech its theme gainsay. 

0 rabble vile, ye miscreate above all, 

Fix'd, where 'tis hard the vast of ills to tell, 
Better for you, if born to sty, or stall ! 
As we were now within the dark deep Well, 
Under the Giant's feet, and far more low, 
And I stil! gaz'd upon the high-wall'd cell, 

1 heard a voice address me ; " Careful go : 

See, with thy soles lest on the heads thou tread 
Of us two wretched brothers, worn with woe." 
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Per ch 1 io mi volsi, e vidimi davante 
E sotto i piedi un lago, che per gielo 

. Avea di vetro, e non d' acqua sembiante. 

Non fece al corso suo si grosso velo 
Di verno la Danoia in Austericeh, 
Ne il Tanai la sotto il freddo cielo, 

Com' era quivi : die so Tabernicch 
Vi fosse su caduto, o Pietrapana, 
Non avria pur dall' orlo fatto cricch. 

E come a gracidar si sta la rana 

Col muso fuor dell' acqua, qiiando sogna 
Di spigolar sovente la villana ; 

Livide insin la, dove appar vergogna, 
Eran 1' ombre dolenti nella ghiaceia, 
Mettendo i denti in nota di cicogna. 

Ognuna in giii tenea volta la faccia : 

Da bocca il freddo, e dagli occhi il cor tristo 
Tra lor testimonianza si procaccia. 

Quand' io ebbi d' intorno alouanto visto, 
Volsimi a' piedi, e vidi due si stretti, 
Che il pel del capo avcano insieme misto. 

Ditemi voi, che si stringete i petti, 

Diss' io, chi siete t E quei piegaro li colli ; 
E poi ch' ebber li visi a me eretti, 

Gli occhi lor, ch' eran pria pur dentro molli, 
Gocciar su per le labbra, e il gielo atrinse 
Le lagrime tra cssi, e riserrolli. 

Legno con legno springa mai non cinse 
Forte cosi : ond' ei, come duo becchi, 
Cozzaro insieme, tant' ira li vinse. 
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I turn'd, and saw a frozen lake outspread 

Beneath me and in front, which th' image bore 
Not of a watery, but a glassy bed. 

The Austrian Danube never cover'd o'er 
Her wintry current with so thick a pall ; 
Nor Tanais yonder with her climate frore, 

As here the ice : it would have stood the fall 
Of Tabernicch, or Pietrapana, I trow • 
Nor from its edge have crack' d, or creak'd at all. 

And, as the frog, to croak, sits squatting low 
With snout above the water, when the maid 
Oft in her summer dreams will gleaning go ; 

So wedg'd in ice each melancholy shade 
Up to the neck, of livid hue, was seen, 
With teeth, like bill of stork, that chattering play'd. 

Bent down each kept his face, himself to screen ; 
The eyes, and mouth, attest with mutual trace 
How sorrowful their hearts, their cold how keen. 

When I had aearch'd around some little space, 
I turn'd me to my feet, and saw a pair, 
Whose heads so join'd, the hairs did interlace. 

" Ye, who He breast to breast," I said, " declare, 
Who are ye?" and their necks aside they cast, 
And, when their faces, towards me rais'd, they bare, 

Their eyes, before but moist within, with haste 
Gush'd sluicing at the lids ; the frost then glued 
The tears between them, and so clench'd them fast. 

No iron cramp e'er dove-tail'd wood with wood 
Firm, as did this : like two he-goats, thereon, 
Butting they fought : such anger them subdued. 
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Ed un, ch' avea perduti ambo gli orecchi 
Per la freddura, pur col vise- in giue 
Disse : Perche cotanto in noi ti specchi t 
Se vuoi saper clii son cotesti due, 
La valle, onde Biscnzio si dichina, 
Del padre loro Alberto e di lor fue. 
D' un corpo usciro : e tutta la Caina 
Potrai cercare, e non troverai ombra 
Degna piu d' easer fitta in gelatina : 
Non quelli a cui fu rotto il petto, e V ombra 
Coo esso un colpo per la man d' Artu ; 
Non Focaccia ; non qtiesti, che m' ingombra 
Col capo si, ch' io non veggio oltre piu, 
E fu nomato Sassol Mascheroni : 
Se Tosco sei, ben 8a' omai chi fu. 
E perche non mi metti in pin aennoni, 
Sappi ch' io fu' il Camicion de' Pazzi, 
Ed aspetto Carlin che mi scagioni. 
Poacia vid' io mille visi cagnazzi 

Fatti per freddo : onde mi vien rihrezzo, 
E verra sempre, de' gelati guazzi 
E mentre ch' andavamo in vSr lo mezzo, 
Al quale ogni gravezza si rauna, 
Ed io tremava nell' eterno rezzo, 
Se voler fu, o destino, o fortuna, 

Non so ; ma passeggiando tra le teste, 
Forte pcreossi il pie nel viao ad una. 
Piangendo mi sgrid6 : Perche mi peste 1 
Se tu non vicni a creacer la vendetta 
Di Mont' Aperti, perche mi moleate % 



CANTO XXXII. 1G7 



And one, whose frost-bit cars were both quite gone, 
Said, -while he crouching kept his face below, 
" Why is thy gaze ao fix'd on us alone 1 " 

" If thou desirest knowledge of these two, 
They, with their father Albert, jointly own'd 
The valley, where declines Bisenzift. 

Forth from one womb they came ; but walk the round 
Of all Caina, thou wilt ne'er a shade 
Find in this ice more worthy to be bound : 

Wot he, whose breast and shadow Arthur made 
An opening for the sunbeam with his spear ; 
Nor yet Focaccia ; nor this one, whose head 

Prevents my seeing every object near, 

Whose name was Mascheroni, murderer bold : 
Well thou, if Tuscan, knowest liis career. 

And, to curtail my speech, in me behold 
Him, who Camiccion was : for Carlin now 
I wait : my guilt will then no more be told." 

Faces, dead blue with cold, I saw below 

Unnumber'd ; whence of the froze shallows come 
Shiverings upon me now, and aye shall do. 

And the mid-centro as we near'd, the home, 
Where meets converging every kind of weight, 
And I was shuddering in th' eternal gloom, 

I know not, if from will, or chance, or fate, 
But, as among the heads our course we take, 
Hard with my foot the face of one I grate. 

" On me why tramplest thou," it weeping spake, 
" Unless thou art arriv'd with added store 
Of fierce revenge, for Montaperti's sake 1 " 
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Ed 10 : Maestro raio, or qui m' aspetta, 
SI cb' io esca d'un dubbio per costui : 
Poi mi farai, qnantunque vorrai, frett*. 

Lo Duca etette ; ed io dissi a colui, 
Cbe bestemmiava duramente ancora : 
Qual sei tu, che cosl rampogni altrni 1 

Or tu chi sei, che vai per 1' Antenora 
Percoteiido, rispose, altrai le gote, 
Si che, se vivo fossi, troppo fora? 

Vivo son io ; e caro esser ti puote, 
Fu mia risposta, ee domandi fama, 
Ch' io metta il nome tuo tra 1' altre note. 

Ed egli a me ; Del contrario ho io brama : 
Levari quinci, e non mi dar pifi lagna ; 
Che mal sai lusingar per questa lama. 

Allor lo presi per la cuticagna, 

E dissi : E' converra che tu ti nomi, 
0 cbe capel qui su non ti rimagna. 

Ond'- egli a me : Perche tu mi dischiomi, 
Ne ti diri ch' io sia, ne mostrerolti, 
Se mille fiate in sul capo mi tomi. 

Io avea gia i capelli in mano awolti, 
E tratto glien avea piii d' una ciocea, 
Latrando lui con gli occhi in giii raccolti ; 

Quando un altro gridd : Che hai tu, Bocca 1 
Non ti basta sonar con le mascelle, 
Se tu non latri ? qual Diavol ti tocca i 

Omai, diss' io, non vo' che tu favelle, 
Malvagio traditor : ch' alia tua onta 
Io portero di te vere novelle. 
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And I ; " Here, Master, wait, I thee implore, 
'Till from some doubt of him my mind be rid : 
Then, as it please thee, haste me on the more." 

The Guide stood still : and to the shade I said, 
Who ceas'd not rudely cursing ; " What art thou, 
So daring thus another to upbraid 1 " 

" Nay, but who thou," lie said, " that thus dost go 
Through th' Anteuora, smiting in fchy way, 
With, wert thou living still, too rough a blow 1 " 

" Living I am," rejoin'd I ; " and it may 
Prove grateful, if renown allure thine heart, 
That thee I name in my recording lay." 

And he ; "I wish the opposite ; depart : 
Vex me no more ; for in this frozen plain 
111 dost thou know to ply the flatterer's part." 

Then by the hinder scalp, my wish to gain, 

I seiz'd him ; " Tell thy name ; or else, be sure, 
Not one poor hair shall on thy head remain." 

" Loss of them all," he answered, " I'll endure : 
But tell — I will not ; nor my visage shew, 
Though thus a thousand seizures I procure." 

Wreath'd in my fist I kept his locks, and so 
With the rude grasp had torn some hair away, 
He barking, with iiis eyes still crouch'd below : 

When cried another shade ; " What ails thee, pray, 
Bocca 1 dost bark, as if thy chattering jaw 
Suffic'd thee not t what devil hurts theo, say." 

" Now need I not, vile traitor and outlaw, 
To hear thee tell," I said ; " to thy disgrace 
For truly I'll report where thee I saw." 
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Va via, rispose, e cid che tu vuoi, conta ; 
Ma non tacer, se tu di qua entro eschi, 
Di quel ch' ebbe or cosl la lingua pronta. 

Ei piauge qui 1' argento de' Franceschi : 
Io vidi, potrai dir, quel da Duera 
La, dove i peccatori stanno freschi. 

Se fossi dimandato, altri chi v* era ; 
Tu hai da lato quel di Beccaria, 
Di cui sego Fiorenza la gorgicra. 

Gianni del Soldanier credo che sia 
Piu la con Ganellone, e Tribaldello 
Ch' apri Faenza quando si dormia. 

Noi eravam partiti gia da ello, 

Ch' io vidi duo ghiacciati in una buca 
Si, che 1' un capo all' altro era cappello : 

E come U pan per fame si manduca, 
Cosl il sovran li dcnti all' altro pose 
La, 've il oervel s' aggiunge con la nuca. 

Non altrimenti Tideo si rose 

Lc tcmpie a Mcnalippo per disdegno, 
Che quei faceva il teechio e 1' altre cose. 

O tu, che mostri per si bestial segno 
Odio sovra colui che tu ti mangi, 
Dimmi iS perche, diss' io : per tal convegno, 

Che se tu a ragion di lui ti piangi, 

Sappiendo chi voi siete, e la sua pecca, 
Nel mondo suso ancor io te ne cangi, 

Se quella, con cb' io parlo, non si secca. 
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" Bo gone," was his retort ; " tell what thou please, 
Yet, if thou hence escape thee, don't forbear 
To speak of him, who blabb'd with so much ease. 

He rues the Frenchmen's bribe, that cost him dear ; 
Him of Duera, say, I noted well, 
Fix'd, where the sinners spend their winter drear. 

If ever questional, who besides here dwell, 
liO ! at thy side false Beccaria's spright, 
On whom the penal axe at Florence fell. 

Soldanier is beyond, if I judge right, 
With Ganellon, and Tebaldello, who 
Open'd Faenza's gates at dead of night." 

We had already Boeca left, when two 
I noted in one hole, so frozen fast, 
One head seem'd cap to th' other head below. 

And, as the famish'd gobble food, so plac'd 
The uppermost his teeth on th' other's head, 
There, where the nape and brain are interlac'd. 

Not otherwise of Menalippus dead 

Tydeus the temples gnaw'd, than this with rage 
Chew'd the torn skull, and on the offal fed. 

" O thou ! who dost thy war of hatred wage 
So like a beast, devouring fierce thy prey, 
Tell me," I said, "the cause ; for I engage, 

If just complaint thou canst against him lay, 

That, knowing who ye are, and what thy wrong, 
Theo in the world above I'll yet repay ; 

If death, before, has not dried up my tongue." 
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La bocca sollevo dal fiero pasto 
Quel peccator, forbendota a' capelli 
Del capo ch' egli avea diretro guasto. 

Poi comincio : Tu vnoi ch.' io rinnovelli 
Disperato dolor, che il cor mi preme, 
Gia pur pensando, pria ch' io ne favelli. 

Ma bc lc mie parole esser den seme, 

Che frutti infamia al traditor ch' io rodo, 
Parlare e lagrimar vedrai insieme. 

Io non so chi tu aie, ah per che modo 
Venuto set quaggiii ; ma Fiorentino 
Mi sembri veramente, quand' io t' odo. 

Tu dei saper ch' io fui il Conte Ugolino, 
E questi 1' Arcivescovo Euggieri : 
Or ti dird perch' io son tal vicino. 

Che per 1' effetto dc' suoi mal pensieri, 
Fidandomi di lui, io fosai preso 
E poacia morto, dir non b mestieri. 

Per6 quel che non puoi avere inteso, 
Cioe, come la morte mia fu cruda, 
Udorai ; e saprai se m' ha offeso. 
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His mouth that sinner from the savage food 
Uprais'd, to speak ; and from it, with the hair 
Of the torn hinder-scalp, wip'd off the blood. 

He then began ; " The anguish of despair 

Thou would'st I should renew, that pains me deep 
In thought alone, before I it declare. 

But, if my words prove seed, from whence shall reap 
This traitor, whom I gnaw, disgrace and woe, 
Thou slialt behold me speak, and speaking weep. 

Stranger thou art to me ; nor know I how 

Hither, thus deep, thou art come down ; but thee 
A Florentine thy speech appears to show. 

Know, that I was Count TJgolino ; and he 
Once the Archbishop Ruggieri : learn 
Now why so closo I keep him company. 

How through his treacherous mind, in base return 
For my full trust repoa'd, I first was ta'en, 
Then murder'd, me to say doth not concern : 

But that, whereof no hearing thou could'st gain, 
How cruel was my death, I will unfold : 
And thou shalt know, if justly I complain. 
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Breve pertugio dentro dalla muda, 
La qual per me ha il titol della fame, 
E in che conviene ancor ch' altri si chiuda, 

M' avea mostrato per lo suo forame 

Piii lune gia, quand' io feci il mal sonno, 
Che del futuro mi squarci& il velame. 

Qtiesti pareva a me maestro e donno, 
C'acciajulo il lupo e i lupicini al monte, 
Per che i Pisan veder Lucca non ponno. 

Con cagne magre, studiose e conte, 

Gualandi con Sismondi, c con Lanfranchi 
S' avea messi dinanzi dalla fronte. 

In piceiol corso mi pareano stanchi 
Lo padre e i figli, e con 1* agute scane 
Mi parea lor veder fender li fianchi. 

Quando fui desto innanzi la dimane, 

Pianger senti' fra '1 sonno i miei figliuoli, 
Ch' erano meco, e dimandar del pane. 

Ben sei crudel, se tu gia non ti duoli, 

Pensando cio ch' U mio cor s' annunziava : 
E se non piangi, di che pianger suoli 1 

Gia eran desti, e 1' ora a' appressava 
Che il cibo ne sc-leva essere addotto, 
E per suo sogno ciascun duhitava, 

Ed io sentii chiavar V uscio di sotto 
All' orrihile torre : ond' io guardai 
Nel viso a' miei figliuoi senza far motto. 

Io non piangeva, si dentro impietrai : 
Piangevan elli ; e Anselmuccio mio 
Disse : Tu guardi si ! Padre, che hai ? 
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A narrow slit within the cooping hole, 

Doom'd, for ray sake, dire Famine's name to own, 
Whose bolts 'gainst others, too, must yet be roli'd, 

Me through its chink now many moons had shewn, 
When that ill dream I dream'd, by which to mc 
Futurity's dark veil was open thrown. 

This seem'd the hunting lord in chief to be, 

Chasing the wolf and young wolves to the mount, 
For which the Pisans cannot Lucca see. 

With hounds bare-ribb'd, alert, and train'd to hunt, 
Gualandi and Sismondi he had sent 
Vanguard, and with Lanfranchi, too, in front. 

After brief course, to me look'd tir'd and spent 
The father and his sons ; and, as they fled, 
By the sharp teeth, meseem'd, their flanks were rent. 

When I awoke, ere morn its glimmering shed, 
My sons, who with me were, amid their sleep 
I heard bemoan them sore, and ask for bread. 

Hard hard art thou, from teaTS if thou canst keep 
At thought of what my heart announe'd me clear : 
And, if not now, when dost thou ever weepl 

They were awake ; the hour was drawing near, 
When our accustom'd food was daily brought, 
And each his own dark dream began to fear. 

The noise of nailing fast the door I caught 
Of the strong tower terrific from below : 
I star'd them in their faces, and said naught. 

I did not weep, turn'd marble in my woo : 
They wept ; and darling little Anselm said ; 
'Father, what ails thee, that thou starest so!' 



CANTO XXXIII. 



Pero non lagrimat, ne rispos' io 

Tutto quel giorno, ne la notte appresso, 
Infin che 1' altro Sol nel mondo usdo. 

Come un poco di raggio si fu raesso 
Nel doloroso carcere, ed io scorei 
Per quattro viai il mio aspetto stesso, 

Ambo le mani per dolor mi morsi ; 

E quei, pensando ch' io il fessi per voglia 
Di manicar, di subito levorsi, 

E disser : Padre, aasai ci fia men doglia, 
Se tu mangi di noi : tu ne vestisti 
Qucste misere carni, e tu le spoglia. 

Quetaimi allor, per non farli piu tristi : 
Quel dl, e 1' altro stemmo tutti muti : 
Ahi dura terra, perche non t' apristi 1 

Poscia che fiimmo al quarto di venuti, 
Gaddo mi si gitt6 disteso a' piedi, 
Dicendo : Padre mio, che non m' aiuti J 

Quivi mori ; e come tu mi vedi, 
Vid' io cascar li tre ad uno ad nno, 
Tra it quinto di e il sesto, ond' io mi diedi 

Gia cieco a brancolar sovra ciascuno ; 
E tre dl li chiamai, poi ch' ei fur morti : 
Poscia, piu che ii dolor, pote il digiuno. 

Quand' ebbe detto cio, con gli occhi torti 
Kiprese il teachio misero co' denti, 
Che furo all' osso, come d' un can, forti. 

Ahi Pisa, vituperio delle genti 
Del bel paese la dove il si euona ; 
Poi che i vicini a te punir son lcnti, 
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But neither tear I shed, nor answer made 
That livelong day, and all the lingering night, 
Until another Sun its orb display'd. 

When a scant gleam of the returning light 
Enter'd the dolorous prison, by whose ray 
In theirs my own true aspect struck my sight, 

Frantic with grief I bit my hands ; and they, 
Deeming that hunger made me furious grow, 
Quick sprang upon their feet from where they lay, 

And said ; ' Far easier were our grief, if thou 
Didst eat of us : thou with this flesh of pain 
Hast cloth'd us ; thou of it despoil us too.' 

I calm'd me then, their sorrow to restrain : 
That and another day all mute were we : 
Ah earth! hard earth, why didst not cleave in twain 1 

When the fourth day we'd liv'd, at last, to see, 
Gaddo him cast, outstretch'd before my view, 
Saying ; ' My father, why not succour me )" 

There died he ; and, as thou bohold'st me true, 
So I beheld the three, one by one, fall, 
'Twtxt the fifth day and sixth ; when, as I grew, 

Now blind, o'er each I fumbling strove to crawl ; 
Three days I call'd them, after they were dead : 
Then hunger, more than anguish, finish'd all " 

With raging eyes askant, when this he'd said, 
And teeth, like those of mastiff at a bone, 
Again he seiz'd the miserable head. 

Ah, Pisa ! shame of those, who " Si's " soft tone 
In their own beauteous country love to sound ; 
Sincenone,to scourge thee, come from neighbouring town, 
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Muovasi la Capraia e la Gorgona, 

E faccian eiepe ad Amo in su la foce. 
Si ch' cgU annieghi in te ogni persona. 

Ch6 Be il Contc Ugolino aveva voce 
D' aver tradita te delle casteUa, 
Non dovei tu I figliuoi porre a tal croce. 

Innocenti facea 1' eta novella, 

Novella Tebe ! Uguccione e il Brigata, 
E gli altri duo che il canto suso appella. 

Soi passamm' oltre, dove la gelata 
Euvidamente un' altra gentc fascia, 
Non volta in giii, ma tutta riversata. 

Lo pianto Btesso It pianger non lascia, 

E il duol, che truova in su gli occhi rintoppo, 
Si volvo in entro a far crescer 1' ambascia ; 

Che le lacrime prime fanno groppo, 
E, si come visiere di cristallo, 
Riempion sotto il ciglio tutto il coppo. 

E avvegna che, si come d' un callo, 
Per la freddura ciascun sentimento 
Cessato avcase del mio viso stallo, 

Gia mi parea sentire alquanto vento ; 

Per ch' io ; Maestro mio, questo chi muove 1 
Non e quaggiuso ogni vapore spento 1 

Ond' egli a me : Avaccio Barai dove 
Di cii ti fara 1' occhio la risposta, 
Veggendo la cagion che il fiato piove. 

E un de' tristi della fredda crosta 
Grid6 a noi : 0 anime crudeli 
Tanto, che data v' e 1' ultima posta, 
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Quick let Capraia and Gorgona bound 

From their sea-bed, and Arno's mouth enclose, 

So that in thee all living souls be drown'd. 
For, if Count Ugolino to thy foes 

Is fam'd to have betray'd thy castles strong ; 

What right to such a cross his sons t' expose ? 
Young Hugo and Brigata ne'er could wrong, 

Thou modern Thebes, in youth's pure guileless day ; 

Nor th' other two, whose names are in my song. 
On further pass'd we, where the gelid sway 

Sternly enshrouds yet others, who supine, 

Not on their bellies, all extended lay. 
Their very weeping weeping does restrain ; 

And grief, denied its outlet by the eye, 

Inward retreats, so to augment their pain. 
For the first tears, they shed, tliick cluster'd lie ; 

Aiid as a crystal vizor, covering o'er, 

Block up the eyebrow's ttnder-cavity. 
Now, though, as in a limb benumb'd, no more 

Sensation beat within me, nor to feel 

Retain'd my countenance its wonted power ; 
Some wind I yet perceiv'd upon me steal : 

" My Master, who moves this 1" whereat I said ; 

" Is not all sun-drawn vapour quench'd in Hell 1" 
Whence he to me ; " Ere long thou shalt be led, 

Where thine own eyes shall give thee answer just ; 

When seen the cause, by which the wind is sped." 
And a sad weeper in the chilly crust 

Cried to us loud ; " 0 souls, to lowest Hell, 

For cruelty extreme, found in you, thrust, 
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Levatemi dal viao i duri veli, 

SI ch' io sfoghi il dolor che D cor m' impregna, 
Un poco pria che U pianto si raggelL 

Per ch* io a mi : Se vuoi ch' io ti sowegna. 
Dimmi chi sei, e s' io non ti dishrigo, 
Al fondo della ghiaccia ir mi convegna. 

Rispose : Adnnque io son Fratc Alberigo, 
Io son quel delle frutte del mal orto, 
Che qui riprendo dattero per figo. 

Oh, dissi lui, or set tu ancor morto 1 
Ed egli a me : Come il mio corpo stea 
Nel mondo m, nulla seienzia potto. 

Cotal vantaggio ha questa Tolomea, 
Che spe83e volte 1' anima ci cade 
Innanzi ch' Atropos mossa le dea. 

E perche tu piii volentier mi rade 
Le invetriate lagrime dal volto, 
Sappi, che tosto che 1' anima trade, 

Come fee' io, il corpo suo 1' e- tolto 
Da un Dimonio, che poscia il goveraa, 
Mentre che il tempo suo tutto sia volto. 

Ella ruina in A fatta cistema ; 
E forse pare ancor lo corpo suao 
Dell' ombra, che di qua dietro mi vema. 

Tu il dei sapor, Be to vien pur mo ghiso : 
Egli e Ser Branca d' Oria, e son piu. anni 
Poscia passati ch' ei fu si racchiuso. 

Io credo, dissi a lui, che tu m' inganni ; 
Che Branca d' Oria non mort unquanche, 
E mangia, e bee, e dorme, e veste panoL 
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Take from my face the hard imprisoning veil ; 

So shall I ease my heart, o'ercharg'd with woe, 

Some little, ere the tears again congeal." 
Whence I to him ; " Who art thou, I must know : 

Thee if I then leave helpless to thy fate, 

Down to the icy bottom may I go." 
" I am the Friar Albcrigo," he straight 

Answer'd, " I'm fruit of that ill garden bed ; 

Who for my fig am here repay'd with date." 
" Hah ! " I exclaim'd, " and thou too — art thou dead 1" 

" How in tho upper world my body thrive 

No knowledge here I bring with me," he said. 
" This ftolomfea such prerogative 

Enjoys, that oft the soul here drops, and stays, 

Ere Atropos the parting signal give. 
And, that the glazen tears thou mayst erase 

More willing from my face, know, from the day, 

When first a soul, corrupt as mine, betrays, 
Her body by a fiend is seiz'd for prey, 

Who, ever after, rules it at his will, 

'Till all its time on earth has roll'd away. 
Headlong she plunges in this sink of ill : 

Yon shade, who winters freezing in my rear, 

May, bodily, on earth bo visible. 
This thou must know, if only fresh come here : 

He is Ser Branca d' Oria : since he fell 

Into this keep, elaps'd has many a year." 
"Methink," I said, "thou dost an untruth tell, 

To mock me : for Ser Branca's not yet dead : 

He eats, drinks, sleeps, wears clothing, and is well." 
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Nel fosso bu, diss' ei, di Malebrancbe, 
La clove bolle la tenace pece, 
Non era giunto ancora Michel Zanche. 

Che questi lascio un Diavolo in sua veee 
Nel corpo suo, e d' un suo prossimano, 
Che il tradimerto insieme con lui fece. 

Ma distendi oramai in qua la mano, 

Aprimi gli occhi ; ed io non gliele apersi : 
E cortesia fu lui esser villano. 

Ahi Genovesi, uomini diversi 

D' ogni costume, e pien d' ogni magagna, 
Perche non siete voi del mondo spersi 1 

Chfe col peggiore spirto di Eomagna 
Trovai un tal di voi, che per sua opra 
In anima in Cocito gia si bagna, 

E in coqio par vivo ancor di sopra. 
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" Above in Malebranch6-Chasm," he said, 

"There, where the piteh boils with cohesive tide, 
Before that thither Michel Zanche sped, 

This one a vicar-demon left t' abide 

In his live body ; in his kinsman's, too, 
Who in his treason was with him allied. 

But now advance thine hand, and help bestow ; 
Open mine eyes :" such service I declin'd ; 
'Twas grace to such a wretch no grace to show. 

All, men of Genoa ! from each gentle kind 
An alien race, so full of all deceit : 
Why seatter'd are ye not to every wind. 1 

For with Roiuagna's vilest spirit I met 

One of your tribe, who now for deeds of ill 
Bathes in Cocitus his lost soul ; and yet, 

His body still on earth seems breathing still. 
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Vexh.la Begh predeaat Inferm 
Verso di noi : pera dinanzi mira, 
Disse il Maestro mio, se tu il discerni. 

Come quando una grossa nebbia spira, 
O quando 1' emisperio nostro annotta 
Par da lungi un mulin che al vento gira ; 

Veder mi parve un tal clifldo allotta : 
Poi per lo vento mi ristrinsi retro 
AJ Duca mio ; che non v' era altra grotta. 

Gia era (e con paura il metto in metro) 
La, dove 1' ombre tutto eran coverte, 
E trasparean come fcstuca in vetro. 

Altre stanno a giacere, altre stanno erte, 
Quella col capo, e quella con le piante ; 
Altra, com' arco, il volto a' piedi inverte. 

Quando noi fummo fatti tanto avante, 
Ch' al mio Maestro piacque di mostrarmi 
La creatura cb' ebbe il bel sembiante, 

Dinanzi mi si tolse, e fe' restanni, 
Ecco Dite, dicendo, ed ecco il loco 
Ovg convien cbe di fortezza t' armi. 
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" The banners of the Emperor of Hell " 

Come streaming towards us; therefore onward gaze, 
My Master said, " that thou discern Him well." 

As, when the vapour breathes with thickening haze, 
Or when the night embrowns our hemisphere, 
Its moving vans a mill from far displays ; 

So now in front a structure 'gan appear : 
Then sprang I, to escape the whirlwind strong, 
Behind my Chief ; none other screen was near. 

Now was I come — I tell it in my song, 
Trembling — where all the shades were cover'd quite, 
And, like to straws in glass, transparent hung. 

Some keep recumbent, others keep upright ; 

That, on the head ; that, on the soles : one there, 
Curv'd bow-like, face to feet is seen t' unite. 

When in our progress we had reach'd so far, 
That thence it pleas'd my Master me to show 
The creature, once in Heaven surpassing fair, 

He mov'd him from my front, and stopp'd me, " Lo ! 
Dis is before thee," saying; "Lo ! the place, 
Where thou must bravely arm thy manly brow." 



7 CANTO XXXIV. 

Com' io divenni ailor gelato e fioco, 

Nol dimandar, Lettor, cli' io non lo scrivo, 
Pero ch' ogni parlar sarebbe poco. 

Io non morii, e non rimaai vivo : 

Pcnaa oramai per te, a' hai fior d' ingegno, 
Qnal io divenni, d' lino e d' altro privo. 

Lo Imperador del doloroso regno 

Da mezzo il petto uacia fuor della ghiaecia ; 
E piu con un gigante io mi convegno, 

Che i giganti non fan con le sue braccia : 
Vedi oggimai quant' esser dee quel tutto, 
Ch' a cosl fatta parte si confaccia. 

S' ei fu si beL com' egli k ora brutto, 
E contra il suo Fattore alz6 le ciglia, 
Ben dee da lui procedere ogni lutto. 

0 quanto parve a me gran meraviglia, 
Quando vidi tre facce alia sua testa ! 
L' una dinanzi, e quella era vermiglia : 

L' altre eran due, che a' aggiungeano a questa 
Sovr' esso il mezzo di ciascuna spalla, 
E si giungeano al hogo della cresta. 

E la destra parea tra bianca e gialla : 
La sinistra a vedere era tal, quali 
Vengon di la, ove il Nilo s' awalla. 

Sotto ciascuna uscivan duo grand' ali, 
Quanto si conveniva a tanto uccello : 
Vele di mar non vid' io mai cotali. 

Non avean penne, ma di vispistrello 
Era lor modo : e quelle svolazzava, 
SI, che tre venti si movean da ello. 
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Ask me not, Reader ; for I cannot trace 

In writing, what I felt, through all my frame 
So chill'd, so faint : no words can this embrace. 

Die — I did not ; nor yet preserve life's flame : 
Think for thyself, if aught of wit thou hast, 
What I, not dead, not living, then became. 

Of Sorrow's realm the Emperor mid-breast 
Emerg'd from out the ice-bound cavity : 
With Ids sole arms the GiantB he surpass'd, 

As one great Giant would surpass all me : 
From such a standard of compare is known 
Of his whole bulk the relative degree. 

If now, as beauteous once, he's ugly grown, 
Scorning his Maker with uplifted eye, 
Ail misery may him for parent own. 

Ob, how to me seem'd great the mystery, 
When on his head three faces I discern'd ; 
One was in front, and that of crimson dye. 

Half-way above each shoulder close conjoin'd, 
The other twain in correspondence rose ; 
And with the crested comb they both combin'd. 

The right wore pale and sallow's blended glows ; 
The left was like the swarthy race, who 'bide 
There, where the Nile declining finds repose. 

Two wings from under each were parted wide, 
In size adjusted to so vast a Bird i 
Sails such I never saw on th' ocean-tide. 

Plumes they had none ; as of a bat, appear'd 

Their fashion ; and with these he flapp'd so strong, 
That by his vampire-blast three winds were stirr'd. 
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Froze hence Cocytus, all her depths along : 
Six eyes he wept with ; and the foamy gore, 
Mingled with tears, three china went drihbling down. 

A sinner in each mouth he crunch'd full sore, 

With grinders, like a mashing brake, that play'd ; 
And with one anguish thus the three he tore. 

But him — -the wretch in front — his flesh so bray'd 
Less tortur'd, than the clawing of the skin, 
Which left his back, at times, all raw and flay'd. 

"Yon soul, up there, who suffers deadliest pain, 
Is," said the Chief, " Judas Iscari6t : 
He kicks without ; his head is kept within. 

Of th' other two, whose heads beneath are caught, 
He's Brutus, hung from the black jaw : behold, 
How dreadfully he writhes, but speaketh not. 

Th' other is Cassius, of that large-limb'd mould. 
But night now re-ascends : and here abide 
We must no more ; for all is seen, and told." 

I clung around his neck, as he did guide ; 
He took occasion fit of place and time, 
And, as the flapping wings expanded wide, 

Caught at the shaggy ribs, by them to climb ; 
And so from shag to shag went down, between 
The fell of hair, and ice-encrusted rime. 

When reach'd the point, at which the thigh is seen 
Gradual to mount upon the haunch's swell, 
The Guide with difficulty and laborious pain 

Turn'd round his head to where bis feet first fell ; 
And grappled, as a climber, on the hair : 
I thought us to be journeying still in Hell. 
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Attienti ben, che per cotali scale, 

Disse il Maestro, ansando com' ram lasso, 
Conviensi dipartir da tanto male. 

Poi use! fnor per lo foro d' un sasso, 
E pose me in su V orlo a scdere : 
Appresso porso a me I' accorto paaso. 

Io leva! gli occhi, e credetti vedere 
Lucifero, com' i' 1' avea lasciato, 
E vidili le gamhe in su tcnere. 

E s' io divenni allora travagliato, 

La gente grossa il pensi, che non vede 
Qual era il punto ch' io avea passato. 

Levati su, disse il Maestro, in piede : 

La via b lunga, o il cammino h malvagio, 
E gia il Sole a mezza terza riede. 

Non era camminata di palagio 

La ov' cravam, ma natural burella 
Ch' avea mal suolo, e di lume disagio. 

Prima ch' io dell' Abisso mi divella, 
Maestro mio, diss' io quando fui dritto, 
A trarmi d' erro un poco mi favella. 

Ov' it la ghiaccia 1 e questi com' e fitto 
SI sottosopral c come in si poo' ora 
Da sera a mane ha fatto il Sol tragitto 1 

Ed egli a me : Tu immagini ancora 

D' esser di la dal centro, ov' io mi presi 
Al pel del vermo reo che 0 mondo fora. 

I>i la fosti cotanto, quant' io scesi : 
Quando mi volsi, tu passasti il punto 
Al qual si traggon d' ogni parte i pesi : 
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" Now keep good hold ; for 'tis by such a stair," 
The Master said, gasping exhaust and spent, 
"That we must quit the regions of despair." 

Forth he emerg'd by a rock's hollow rent, 
And plae'd mo there upon its ledge, for seat ; 
Then toward me drew his wary step attent. 

Mine eyes I lifted up, and deem'd it meet 
Still, as I'd left him, Lucifer to see ; 
And saw him turn'd with elevated feet 

And, whether over-labour'd then was I, 

Let ev'n the gross herd judge, unskill'd to say 
What was the point, that I had passed by. 

" Up on thy feet," the Master said : " the way 
Is yet full long, and difficult the road : 
And now the Sun returns toward mid-day." 

Sure, 'twas no state-room in a King's abode, 
There, where we came ; hut Nature's inner cell ; 
The light was scant, and ill the soil we trode. 

" Before I pluck me from this deep of Hell," 
Ris'n to my feet I to my Master said, 
" Speak a few words, my error to dispel. 

Where now the ice 1 and with inverted head 
Why fix'd lies Lucifer 1 and tell me, how 
The Sun from eve to morn so quick has spedl" 

And he ; " Thy fancy deems thee still below 
On th' other region, where I grasp'd the hair 
Of the bad Worm, that bores the centre through." 

" So long, as I descended, thou wast there ; 
But, on my turning, didst the point traverse, 
Which draws all gravities from every where ; 
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E sci or sotto 1' emisperio ginnto, 

Che b opposto a quel, che la gran eecca 
Covcrchia, e sotto il cui colmo consunto 

Fu 1' uom che nacque e visso senza pecca : 
Tu hai i piedi in su picciola spera, 
Che 1' altra faccia fa della Giudecca. 

Qui e da man, quando di la e sera : 
E questi, che ne fo' acala col pelo, 
Fitto e ancora, si come prima era- 
Da questa parte cadde giu dal Cielo : 
E la terra, che pria di qua si sporse, 
Per paura di lui fe' del mar velo, 

E vennc all' emisperio nostro ; e forse 
Per fuggir lui lascio qui il luogo voto 
Quella che appar di qua, e su ricorae. 

Luogo e laggiti da Belzebu rimoto 
Tanto, quanto la tomba si distende, 
Che non per vista, ma per suono e noto 

D' un niscelletto, che quivi discende 
Per la huca d' un sasso, ch' egli ha roso 
Col corso ch' egli awolge e poco pende. 

Lo Duca ed io per quel catnmino ascoso 
Entrammo a ritornar nel chiaro mondo ; 
E senza cura aver d' alcun riposo 

Salimmo su, ei primo ed io secondo, 
Tanto ch' io vidi delle cose belle 
Che porta il Ciel, per un pertugio tondo : 
E quindi uacimmo a rived er le stelle. 
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Now art thou under what is the reverse 

Of that half-sphere, which the dry spatious land 
O'er covers, and beneath whose top a curse 

Once died the Man, who ne'er with sin was stain'd 
Now are thy feet upon that minor sphere, 
Which of Giudecca forms the outer hand. 

Here it is morn, what time, 'tis evening there : 
And he, our mounting scale whose shag supplied, 
Yet stays unmov'd, as first he did appear. 

Flung from the Heavens he landed on this side : 
'Twas then the earth, that erst did here protrude, 
Sought in the sea, through fright, her face to hide ; 

Nor stopp'd, till reach'd our hemisphere : this void 
Perchance, t' escape him, here was then left hare ; 
As in the ground, thrown up adverse, is shew'd." 

Beneath, remote from Beelzebub, as far 

As stretches out Hell's vault, there is a place, 
Unseen, hut witness'd by the plashing there 

Of a lone rill, which through the rocky space, 
Worn by the water-course, descending flows ; 
Gentle its wind and slope : with eager pace 

Long the dark way, that scarce the passage shews, 
The Guide and I to the bright world of light 
'Gan our return ; nor car'd we for repose. 

He first, I second, scal'd the lessening height, 
'Till the fair forms, that Heaven refulgent bears, 
Burst, through the rounded opening, on my sight : 

And thence we issued forth to see the stars. 
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A. Key to explain the four main Partition! of Hell, as these 
are suhdividetl into Nine Circlet in their narrowing 
decline towards the centre of the earth, the seat of 
Lucifer — with references to tho pages in thia translation. 

PARTITIONS. 

FIKST.— Cnrnpriaing 



The Vestibule, — A dark plain (p. 16} wherein are the 

Neutrals 13 

(L The Unbaptized . . IS 
2. The AtigMy spirits of old, 
occupying the higher 
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SECOND. — Of sins of Incontinence {p. 56], comprising 
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Sixth Chicle, of the Heretics and Unbelievers . . 41 
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Inferno' 4Q.4B.59 
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L Against their neighhmtr 
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Ninth Cibolb, or Central Pit of Holebolge, with its Four 
Less Circles, of the Treadtcrous who acted against 
the obligations of some Special trust. 
L Caina, wherein ore the traitors against their 

kindred ICfi 

2. Antcnora, wherein are the traitors against their 

native country lfiB 

3. Tlotomtea, wherein are the traitors against con- 

fiding persons 189-174 

i. Qiuduxa, wherein are the traitors against Lords 

and Benefactors— The Seat of LocifeI! . . 121 
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CIRCLE VII.— The Violent. 
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2. Against themselves. Pier delle Vignc, Lano, Jacobo 
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CIRCLE VIII.— The Fraudulent. 



1. Panders and deceivers of women. Veued. Caccianimico, 



2. Flatterers. Aleesio Interminei, Thais 9S 
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9. Schismatics. Mahomet, Ali, Pier da Medicina, Curio, 

Moaca, Bertraud dal Bornio, and (ire prospect) Fra 
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Iscariot, Brutus, Cassius 
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